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HYMN  BOOK. 

ADVENT. 

1— THE  STAR  OF  THE  SEA. 

1  0  purest  of  creatures,  sweet  Mother,  sweet 

Maid, 
The  one  spotless  womb  wherein  Jesus  was 

laid: 
Dark  night  hath  come  down  on  us,  Mother, 

and  we 
Look  out  for  thy  shining,  sweet  Star  of  the 

Sea. 

2  Deep  night  hath  come  down  on  this  rough- 

spoken  world, 

And  the  banners  of  darkness  are  boldly  un- 
furled ; 

And  the  tempest-tossed  Church,  all  her  eyes 
are  on  thee: 

They  look  to  thy  shining,  sweet  Star  of  the 
Sea. 

3  Oh!  blissful  and  calm  was  the  wonderful  rest 
That  thou  gavest  thy  God  in  thy  virginal 

breast ; 
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For  the  heaven  He  left  He  found  Heaven  in 

thee, 
And  He  shone  in  thy  shining,  sweet  Star  of 

the  Sea. 

4  Oh!  shine  on  us   brighter  than  ever,  then, 

shine ! 
For  the  prirnest  of  honors,  dear  Mother!   is 

thine ; 
"  Conceived  without  sin,"  thy  new  title  shall 

be, 
Clear  light  from  thy  birth- spring,  sweet  Star 

of  the  Sea ! 

2— THE  IMMACULATE  CONCEPTION. 

1  O  Mother!  I  could  weep  for  mirth, 

Joy  fills  my  heart  so  fast ; 
My  soul  to-day  is  heaven  on  earth, 
Oh!  could  the  transport  last! 

I  think  of  thee,  and  what  thou  art, 
Thy  majesty,  thy  state; 

And  I  keep  singing  in  my  heart, — 
Immaculate!  Immaculate! 

2  It  is  this  thought  to-day  that  lifts 

My  happy  heart  to  heaven, 
That  for  our  sakes  thy  choicest  gifts 
To  thee,  dear  Queen !  were  given. 
I  think  of  thee,  etc. 


Our  Lady  s  Expectation. 

3  Oh!  blessed  be  the  Eternal  Son, 

Who  joys  to  call  thee  Mother, 
And  lets  poor  men  by  sin  undone 
^or  thy  sake  call  Him  Brother. 
I  think  of  thee,  etc. 

4  Immaculate  Conception!  far 

Above  all  graces  blest! 
Thou  sbinest  like  a  royal  star 
On  God's  eternal  breast! 
I  think  of  thee,  etc. 

3— OUR  LADY'S  EXPECTATION. 

1  Like  the  dawning  of  the  morning 

On  the  mountain's  golden  heights, 
Like  the  breaking  of  the  moonbeams 

On  the  gloom  of  cloud}r  nights; 
Like  a  secret  told  by  angels, 

Getting  known  upon  the  earth, 
Is  the  Mother's  Expectation 

Of  Messiah's  speedy  birth. 

2  Thou  wert  happy,  blessed  Mother! 

With  the  very  bliss  of  heaven, 
Since  the  angel's  salutation 

In  thy  raptured  ear  was  given; 
Since  the  Ave  of  that  midnight, 

When  thou  wert  anointed  Queen, 
Like  a  river  overflowing 

Hath  the  grace  within  thee  been. 
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3  And  what  wonders  Lave  been  in  thee 

All  tbe  day  and  all  the  night, 
While  the  angels  fell  before  thee, 

To  adore  the  Light  of  Light;         ^ 
While  the  glory  of  the  Father 

Hath  been  in  thee  as  a  home, 
And  the  sceptre  of  creation 

Hath  been  wielded  in  thy  womb. 

4  Thou  hast  waited,  Child  of  David! 

And  thy  waiting  now  is  o'er! 
Thou  hast  seen  Him,  Blessed  Mother! 

And  wilt  see  Him  evermore! 
Oh!  His  Human  Face  and  Features, 

They  were  passing  sweet  to  see; 
Thou  beholdest  them  this  moment; 

Mother,  show  them  now  to  me! 

4— TOTA  PULCHRA. 
1    Tota  pulchra  es,  Maria, 
Tota  pulchra  es,  Maria, 
Et  macula  originalis  non  est  in  te, 
Et  macula  originalis  non  est  in  te. 
Tu  gloria  Jerusalem, 
Tu  laetitia  Israel, 
Tu  honorificentia  populi  nostri, 
Tu  advocata  peccatorum. 

2  O  Maria,  O  Maria, 

Yirgo  prudentissima, 
Mater  clementissima, 
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Ora  pro  nobis, 
Intercede  pro  nobis, 
Ad  Dominum  Jesum  Christum. 

5— INVIOLATA. 
Lnyiolata,  integra  et  casta  es,  Maria, 
Quge  es  effecta  f  ulgida  coeli  porta; 
O  Mater  alma  Cbristi  carissima, 
Suscipe  pia  laudum  praeconia, 
Nostra  ut  pura  pectora  sint  et  corpora, 
Te  nunc  flagitant  devota  corda  et  ora. 
Tua  per  precata  dulcisona, 
Nobis  concedas  veniam  per  saecula. 
O  Benigna !     O  Regina !     O  Maria  t 
Quae  sola  inviolata  perrnansisti. 

6-HYMN  OF  ST.  CASIMIR   TO   THE  B.  Y.  MARY. 

1  Daily,  daily,  sing  to  Mary, 

Sing,  my  soul,  her  praises  due: 
All  her  feasts,  her  actions  worship, 
With  the  heart's  devotion  true. 
Lost  in  wond'ring  contemplation, 

Be  her  majesty  conf  est ; 
Call  her  Mother,  call  her  Virgin, 
Happy  Mother,  Virgin  blest. 

2  Holy  Mary,  we  implore  thee, 

By  thy  purity  divine, 
Help  us,  bending  here  before  thee, 
Help  us  truly  to  be  thine. 
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Thou,  unfolding  wide  the  portals 
Of  the  kingdom  in  the  skies, 

Holy  Virgin,  hast  to  mortals 
Shown  the  land  of  Paradise. 

3  Teach,  oh!  teach  us,  Holy  Mother, 

How  to  conquer  every  sin, 
How  to  love  and  help  each  other, 
How  the  prize  of  life  to  win. 
Thou  to  whom  a  child  was  given 
Greater  than  the  sons  of  men, 
Coming  down  from  highest  heaven 
To  create  this  world  again. 

4  Oh!  by  that  Almighty  Maker 

Whom  thyself,  a  virgin,  bore; 
Oh!  by  thy  Supreme  Creator, 
Linked  with  thee  for  evermore; 
By  the  hope  thy  name  inspires; 

By  our  doom,  reversed  through  thee; 
Help  us.  Queen  of  Amgel-choirs, 
To  a  blest  eternity. 


CHRISTMAS. 
7— SEE!   AMID    THE    WINTER'S   SNOW. 

CHRISTMAS   HYMK. 

1  See!  amid  the  winter's  snow, 
Born  for  us  on  earth  below, 
See!  the  tender  Lamb  appears, 
Promised  from  eternal  years! 

Hail!  thou  ever- blessed  morn! 
Hail!  Redemption's  happy  dawn! 
Sing  through  all  Jerusalem, 
Christ  is  born  in  Bethlehem! 

2  Lo!  within  a  manger  lies 

He  who  built  the  starry  skies; 
He,  wTho  throned  in  height  sublime, 
Sits  amid  the  cheru'  im. 
Hail!  thou  ever-blessed  morn!  etc. 

3  "Say,  ye  holy  shepherds,  say, 
What  your  joyful  news  to-day? 
Wherefore  have  ye  left  your  sheep 
On  the  lonely  mountain  steep?" 

Hail!  thou  ever-blessed  morn!  etc. 
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4   "  As  we  watched  at  dead  of  night, 
Lo!  we  saw  a  wondrous  light; 
Angels  singing  'Peace  on  earth,' 
Told  us  of  the  Saviour's  birth." 
Hail!  thou  ever-blessed  morn!  etc. 

8— ADESTE  FIDELES. 

1  Adeste  fi  deles, 

Lasti  triumphantes, 
Venite,  venite  in  Bethlehem  : 

Natum  videte 
Begum  Angelorum, 

Venite,  adoremus, 

Venite,  adoremus, 
Venite,   adoremus  Dominum. 

2  Deum  de  Deo, 

Lumen  de  lumine, 
Gestant  puellse  viscera ; 

Deum  verum 
Genitum  non  factum, 

Venite,  etc. 

3  Cantet  nunc  Tot 

Chorus  Angelorum; 
Cantet  nunc  aula  ccelestium 

Gloria 
In  excelsis  Deo, 

Venite,  etc., 
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4  Ergo,  qui  natus 

Die  hodierna 
Jesu!  tibi  sit  gloria, 

Patris  geterni 
Verbuni  caro  factum, 

Yenite,  etc. 

9— GLORIA  IX  EXCELSIS  DEO. 

I  Angels  we  have  heard  on  high, 
Sweetly  singing  o'er  our  plains, 

And  the  mountains  in  reply, 
Echo  back  their  joyous  strains; 

Sing,  oh  sing,  this  blessed  morn, 

Jesus  Christ  to-day  is  born: 
Gloria  in  excelsis  Deo! 

i  Shepherds,  why  this  jubilee? 

Why  your  rapturous  strain  prolong? 
Say,  what  may  the  tidings  be, 

Which  inspire  your  heavenly  song? 
Sing,  oh  sing,  this  biesseci  morn, 
Jesus  Christ  to-day  is  born. 

Gloria  in  excelsis  Deo ! 

Come  to  Bethlehem,  come,  and  see 
Him  whose  birth  the  angels  sing; 

Come,  adore  on  bended  knee, 
Th'  infant  Christ,  the  new-born  King; 

Sing,  oh  sing  this  blessed  morn, 

Jesus  Christ  to-day  is  born: 
Gloria  in  excelsis  Deo ! 
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4  See  within  a  manger  laid, 

Jesus,  Lord  of  heaven  and  earth! 

Mary,  Joseph,  lend  your  aid, 
With  us  sing  our  Saviour's  birth. 

Sing,  oh  sing  this  blessed  morn, 

Jesus  Christ  to-day  is  born: 
Gloria  in  excelsis  Deo! 

10— THE   CRIB  OF  BETHLEHEM. 

1  O  sing  a  joyous  carol 

Unto  the  Holy  Child, 
And  praise  with  gladsome  voices 

His  mother  underiled : 
Our  youthful  voices  greeting 

Shall  hail  our  Infant  King; 
And  our  sweet  Lady  listens, 

When  children's  voices  sing. 

2  Who  is  there  meekly  lying 

In  yonder  stable  poor? 
Dear  children,  it  is  Jesus; 

He  bids  you  now-  adore. 
Who  is  there  kneeling  by  Him, 

In  virgin  beaut}r  fair? 
It  is  our  Mother,  Mary; 

She  bids  you  all  draw  near. 

3  Who  is  there  near  the  manger 

That  guards  the  Holy  Child? 
It  is  the  great  Saint  Joseph, 
Chaste  Spouse  of  Mary  mild : 


Christmas  Day.  17 

Dear  children,  oh!  how  joyful 
With  them  in  Heaven  to  be ! 

God  grant  that  none  be  missing 
From  that  festivity. 

11— CHRISTMAS  DAY. 

Earthly  friends  will  change  and  falter, 

Earthly  hearts  will  vary  : 
He  is  born  that  cannot  alter, 
Of  the  Virgin  Mary: 

Born  to-day — raise  the  lay: 

Born  to  day — twine  the  bay: 
Jesus  Christ  is  born  to  suffer, 

Born  for  you : 

Born  for  you, — holly  strew: 
Jesus  Christ  was  born  to  conquer, 

Born  to  save: 

Born  to  save; — laurel  wave: 
Jesus  Christ  was  born  to  govern, 

Born  a  King: 

Born  a  King; — bay- wreaths  bring: 
Jesus  Christ  was  born  of  Mary, 

Born  for  all1! 

Well  befall  hearth  and  hall! 
Jesus  Christ  was  born  at  Christmas, 

Born  for  all. 

12— THE  VIRGIN  MOTHER. 

1  Christ  was  born  on  Christmas  day; 
Wreathe  the  holly,  twine  the  bay; 
Christus  natus  hodie : 
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The  Babe,  the  Son,  the  Holy  One  of  Mary, 
He  is  born  to  set  us  free; 
He  is  born  our  Lord  to  be, 
Ex  Maria  Yirgine: 
The  God,  the  Lord, 
By  all  adored  forever. 

2  Let  the  bright  red  berries  glow 
Everywhere  in  goodly  show; 

CJiristus  natus  hodie: 
The  Babe,  the  Son,  the  Holy  One  of  Mary.  ! 
Christian  men,  rejoice  and  sing: 
'Tis  the  birthday  of  a  King, 

Ex  Maria  Yirgine: 
The  God,  the  Lord, 

By  all  adored  forever. 

8  Night  of  sadness; 
Morn  of  gladness 
Evermore : 
Ever,  ever: 

After  many  troubles  sore, 
Morn  of  gladness,  evermore  and  evermore* 
Midnight  scarcely  passed  and  over, 
Drawing  to  this  holy  morn, 
Yery  early,  very  early  Christ  was  born. 

4  Sing  out  with  bliss, 
His  name  is  this, 

Emmanuel : 
As  was  foretold 
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In  days  of  old 
By  Gabriel. 
Midnight  scarcely  passed  and  over, 
Drawing  to  this  holy  morn, 
Very  early,  very  early  Christ  was  born. 

13-THE  EPIPHANY. 

1  We  three  Kings  from  Orient  are, 
Bearing  gifts  we  traverse  afar 

Field  and  fountain, 
Grove  and  mountain, 
Following  yonder  star. 

O  star  of  wonder,  star  cf  light, 
Star  with  royal  beauty  bright: 
Ever  leading,  still  proceeding, 
Guide  us  to  thy  perfect  light. 

2  Born  a  King  on  Bethlehem  plain, 
Gold  I  bring  to  crown  Him  again; 

King  forever, 
Ceasing  never, 
Over  us  all  to  reign. 
O  star  of  wonder,  etc. 

3  Frankincense  to  offer  have  I, 
Incense  breathes  a  Deity  nigh; 

Prayer  and  praising, 
All  men  raising, 
Worship  Him,  God  on  high. 
O  star  of  wonder,  etc. 
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4  Myrrh  I  bring,  its  bitter  perfume 
Breathes  a  life  of  gathering  gloom; 
Sorrowing,  sighing, 
Bleeding,  dying, 
Sealed  in  the  stone-cold  tomb. 
O  star  of  wonder,  etc. 
14-ROMAN  CHRISTMAS  CAROL. 

1  The  snow  lay  on  the  ground, 

The  stars  shone  bright, 
When  Christ  our  Lord  was  born 
On  Christmas  night. 

2  'Twas  Mary,  daughter  pure 

Of  holy  Ann, 
That  brought  into  this  world 
Our  God  made  Man. 

3  She  laid  Him  in  a  stall, 

At  Bethlehem, 
The  ass  and  oxen  shared 
The  roof  with  them. 

4  St.  Joseph  too  was  by, 

To  tend  the  Child, 
To  guard  Him,  and  protect 
His  Mother  mild. 

5  The  Angels  hovered  round, 

And  sang  this  song, 
Venite  adore — 
mus  Dominum. 
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6  And  thus,  that  manger  poor 
Became  a  throne: 
For  He  whom  Mary  bore, 
Was  God  the  Son. 

15— THE  FIRST  NO  WELL. 

iThe  First  No  well  the  Angel  did  say 

Was  to  certain  poor  shepherds  in  fields  as 

they  lay, 
In  fields  where  they  lay  keeping  their  sheep, 
On  a  cold  winter's  night  that  was  so  deep. 
No  well,  Nowell,  No  well, 
Born  is  the  King  of  Israel. 

They  looked  up  and  saw  a  Star, 
Shining  in  the  East,  beyond  them  far, 
And  to  the  earth  it  gave  great  light, 
And  so  it  continued  both  day  and  night, 
Nowell,  etc. 

Then  entered  in  those  wise  men  three, 
Full  reverently  upon  their  knee, 
And  offered  there,  in  His  Presence, 
Their  gold,  and  myrrh,  and  frankincense. 
Nowell,  etc. 

Then  let  us  all  with  one  accord, 
Sing  praises  to  our  Heavenly  Lord, 
That  hath  made  heaven  and  earth  of  naught. 
And  with  His  Blood  mankind  hath  bought. 
Nowell,  etc. 
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16— CHILDREN'S  CAROL. 

1  Waken!  Christian  children, 

Up  and  let  us  sing, 
With  glad  voice  the  praises 
Of  our  new-born  King. 

2  Up!  'tis  meet  to  welcome, 

With  a  joyous  lay, 
Christ,  the  King  of  Glory, 
Born  for  us  to-day. 

3  Come,  nor  fear  to  seek  Him, 

Children  though  we  be; 
Once  He  said  of  children, 
"Let  them  come  to  Me." 

4  In  a  manger  lowly 

Sleeps  the  Heavenly  Child; 
O'er  Him  fondly  bendeth 
Mary,  Mother  mild. 

5  Haste  we  then  to  welcome 

With  a  joyous  lay 
Christ,  the  King  of  Glory, 
Born  for  us  to-day. 

17— GLORY  TO  GOD. 
1  When  Christ  was  born  of  Mary  free, 
In  Bethlehem,  that  fair  citie, 
Angels  sang  there  with  mirth  and  glee. 

In  excelsis  Gloria,  In  excelsis  Gloria,  etc 
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b  Herdsmen  beheld  these  Angels  bright, 
S     To  them  appearing  with  great  light, 
I    Who  said,  God's  Son  is  born  to-night, 
In  excelsis  Gloria,  etc. 

13  The  King  is  come  to  save  mankind, 
As  in  Scripture  truths  we  find, 
Therefore  this  song  we  have  in  mind, 
In  excelsis  Gloria,  etc. 
4  Then,  dear  Lord,  for  Thy  great  grace, 

Grant  us  in  bliss  to  see  Thy  face, 
i     That  we  may  sing  to  Thy  solace, 
In  excelsis  Gloria,  etc. 

18-CHRISTMAS!     CHRISTMAS! 
Christmas!      Christmas!      Christmas! 

1  Christ  was  born  on  Christmas  day, 

Let  nations  all  rejoice; 
In  singing  praises  to  His  Name 

Raise  ev'ry  head  and  voice. 
He  came,  the  Saviour,  to  release, 

From  Satan's  bonds  set  free, 
To  rest  in  peace  with  him  above 

To  all  eternity. 

2  Jesus  Christ  was  born  to  day, 

His  triumphs  let  us  sing. 
Redeemed  souls,  as  best  we  may, 
Thank  Him,  our  new-born  King. 
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m       Though  lowly  bora  and  lowly  laid, 
Where  angels  do  adore, 
The  Name  of  Him  whose  glories  great 
Will  shine  for  evermore.     Amen. 

19— A  CHRISTMAS  CAROL. 

1  Let  us  sing  the  praise  of  Him, 

Oh!  let  our  tongues  not  falter, 
He  was  born  to  be  our  King, 
Whose  glory  ne'er  can  alter; 
All  praise  be  giv'n, 
On  earth  or  Heav'n, 
Alleluia !    Amen. 

2  In  a  manger  lowly  laid, 

And  where  the  shepherds  found  him, 
Ev'ry  homage  be  Him  paid, 

By  those  who  kneel  before  Him; 
Raise  ev'ry  voice, 
Let  earth  rejoice, 
Alleluia!     Amen. 

3  Born  to-day,  sing  loud  the  lay, 

From  hearts  that  cannot  vary, 
Christ  is  born  for  us  this  day, 
Born  of  the  spotless  Mary; 
Redeemer  King, 
Thy  praise  we  sing, 
Alleluia!    Amen. 
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20— A  NEW  CHRISTMAS  HYMN. 

1  With  glory  lit,  the  midnight  air 
Revealed  bright  angels  hov'ring  there: 
In  fear  beheld  the  raptured  swains 
When  rose  the  heaven-inspired  strains, 

Glory,  glory,  glory  to  God,  and  peace  to 

earth,  and  peace  to  earth, 
Made  glorious  by  the  Saviour's  birth,  by 

the  Saviour's  birth. 

2  Then  sweetly  spoke  the  angelic  voice, 

' 'Fear  not;  let  heaven  and  earth  rejoice: 
The  Child  in  Bethlehem's  crib  that  lies 
Is  God  descended  from  the  skies. " 

3  The  choirs  of  Heaven  still  bless  the  morn, 
When  God  through  love  for  man  was  born: 
That  God  we  humbly  bow  before, 

And  praise  with  angels  and  adore. 

21— SILENT  NIGHT 

1  Silent  night,  sacred  night, 
Bethlehem  sleeps,  yet  what  light 
Floats  around  the  holy  pair: 
Songs  of  angels  fill  the  air — 

Strains  of  heavenly  peace, 
Strains  of  heavenly  peace. 

2  Silent  night,  sacred  night, 
Shepherds  first  see  the  light, 
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Hear  the  Alleluias  ring 

Which  the  angel  chorus  sing; 
Christ  the  Saviour  has  come, 
Christ  the  Saviour  has  come. 

3  Silent  night,  sacred  night, 
Son  of  God,  O  what  light, 
Radiates  from  thy  manger  bed 
Over  realms  with  darkness  spread. 
Thou  in  Bethlehem  born 
Thou  in  Bethlehem  born. 

22— COME,  YE  LOFTY!  COME,  YE  LOWLY! 

(CHRISTMAS   CAROL.) 

1  Come,  ye  lofty!     Come,  ye  lowly! 

Let  your  songs  of  gladness  ring! 
In  a  stable  lies  the  Holy, 

In  a  manger  rests  the  King: 
See,  in  Mary's  arms  reposing, 

Christ  by  highest  Heaven  adored: 
Come,  your  circle  round  Him  closing, 

Pious  hearts  that  love  the  Lord. 

2  Come,  ye  poor;  no  pomp  of  station 

Robes  the  Child  your  hearts  adore: 
He,  the  Lord  of  all  salvation, 

Shares  your  want,  is  weak  and  poor: 
Oxen  round  about  behold  them, 

Rafters  naked,  cold  and  bare: 
See  the  Shepherds!  God  has  told  them 

That  the  "Prince  of  Peace"  lies  there. 
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3  High  above  a  star  is  shining, 

And  the  Wise  Men  haste  from  far: 
Come,  glad  hearts,  and  spirits  pining, 

For  you  all  has  ris'n  the  star. 
Let  us  bring  our  glad  oblations, 

Thanks,  and  love,  and  faith,  and  praise, 
Come,  ye  people!    Come,  ye  nations  I 

All  in  all  draw  nigh  to  gaze. 

4  Hark!  the  Heaven  of  heavens  is  ringing, 

Christ  the  Lord  to  man  is  born ! 
Are  not  ail  our  hearts,  too,  singing, 

Welcome,  welcome,  Christmas  morn? 
Still  the  Child,  all  power  possessing, 

Smiles  as  through  the  ages  past; 
And  the  song  of  Christmas  blessing 

Sweetly  sinks  to  rest  at  last. 

23— CHRISTMAS  HYMN. 

1  Be  glad,  oh!  earth: 
Tis  Jesus*  birth 

That  bids  your  sorrows  cease : — 

Be  glad, — be  glad, — 

Why  still  be  sad? 
The  day  for  heavenly  joy  is  made, 

For  Jesus  brings  us  peace- 

2  See,  where  He  lies ; — 
See,  from  those  eyes 

The  loving  tears  rain  down, 
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See,  from  his  face 
The  light  of  grace 
Shines  brightly  on  our  ransomed  race, 
To  heaven  and  gladness  won. 

3  Embrace  your  God : — 
The  Infant  Bud, 

That  blossoms  for  our  earth, 

For  onghter  skies 

Beam  from  his  eyes 
And  love  lifts  up  to  Paradise 

To  greet  our  Oesus'  birth. 

4  From  Thy  dear  Heart 
Ne'er  let  us  part; 

E'er  bless  thy  living  shrine. 

Thy  love  shall  charm 

Away  from  harm, 
And  precious  grace  shall  ever  arm 

The  hearts  once  bound  to  Thine. 

24— WITH  WOND'RDSTG  AWE. 

1       With  wond'ring  awe, 

The  wise  men  saw 
The  star  in  Heaven  springing, 

And  with  delight 

In  peaceful  night, 
They  heard  the  Angels  singing 

Hosanna!    Hosanna! 

Hosanna  to  His  name. 
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2  By  light  of  star 
They  travell'd  far 

To  seek  the  lowly  manger — 

A  humble  bed, 

Wherein  was  laid 
The  wondrous  little  stranger. 

Hosanna,  etc. 

3  And  still  is  found 
The  world  around, 

The  old  and  hallowed  story 

And  still  is  sung 

In  every  tongue; 
The  angels'  song  of  glory. 

Hosanna,  etc. 

4  The  heavenly  star 
Its  ray  afar, 

On  every  land  is  throwing, 
And  shall  not  cease 
Till  holy  peace 

In  all  the  earth  is  glowing. 
Hosanna,  etc. 
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25-CHKISTIANS,  WHO  OF  JESUS'  SORROWS. 

1  Christians,  who  of  Jesus'  sorrows, 

Come  the  doleful  tale  to  hear, 
See  what  streams  of  blood  flow  for  us, 
Blend,  ah!  blend  at  least  a  tear. 

2  Lo !  for  your  own  sins  devoted, 

Bleeds  the  victim  from  on  high, 
By  his  suff 'rings  animated, 
For  Him  live  and  for  Him  die. 

3  See,  now  Jesus  is  forsaken, 

Round  Him  press  a  ruthless  band, 
See  His  heav'nly  cheeks  are  smitten, 
By  the  cruel  soldier's  hand. 

4  Now  behold  the  Man  of  Sorrows, 

On  the  Cross  exalted  high; 
Suffering,  bleeding,  dying  for  us, 
Now  behold  salvation  nigh. 

26-JESUS  CRUCIFIED. 
1  Oh,  come  and  mourn  with  me  awhile; 
Sec,  Mary  c;ills  us  to  her  side; 
Oh,  come  and  let  us  mourn  with  her; 
Jesus,  our  Love,  is  crucified! 

30 
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2  Have  we  no  tears  to  shed  for  Him, 

While  soldiers  scoff  and  Jews  deride? 
Ah,  look  how  patiently  He  bangs: 
Jesus,  our  Love,  is  crucified! 

3  Seven  times  He  spoke,  seven  words  of  love, 

And  all  three  hours  His  silence  cried 
For  mercy  on  the  souls  of  men: 
Jesus,  our  Love,  is  crucified! 

4  Come,  take  thy  stand  beneath  the  Cross, 

And  let  the  Blood  from  out  that  Side 
Fall  gently  on  thee  drop  by  drop; 
Jesus,  our  Love,  is  crucified! 


27— ROSA  MYSTICA. 

1  Rose  of  the  Cross,  thou  mystic  flower! 
I  lift  my  heart  to  thee : 
In  every  melancholy  hour, 
Mary!  remember  me. 

2*  A  wanderer  here,  through  many  a  wild, 
Where  few  their  way  can  see — 
Bloom  with  fragrance  on  thy  child ; 
Mary!  remember  me. 

3  Let  me  but  stand  where  thou  hast  stood, 
Beside  the  crimson  tree, 
And  by  the  water  and  the  blood — 
Mary!  remember  me. 
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4  There  let  me  wash  my  sinful  soul, 

Aud  be  from  sin  set  free; 
Drawn  by  thy  love,  by  grace  made  whole-* 
Mary!  remember  me. 

5  Lead  me  forever  to  adore 

The  glorious  One  in  Three ; 
And  whilst  I  tremble  more  and  more, — 
Mary!  remember  me. 

28— STABAT  MATER. 

1  Stabat  Mater  dolorosa, 
Juxta  crucem  lacrymosa, 

Dum  pendebat  Filius. 
Cujus  an  imam  gementem, 
Contristatam,  et  dolentem, 

Pertransivit  gladius. 

2  O  quam  tristis  et  afflicta 
Fuit  ilia  benedicta 

Mater  Unigeniti! 
Quae  mcerebat,  et  dolebat, 
Pia  Mater  dum  videbat 

Nati  pcenas  inclyti. 

3  Quis  est  homo,  qui  non  fleret, 
Matrem  Christ i  si  videret 

In  tanto  supplicio? 
Quis  non  posset  contristari, 
Christi  Matrem  contemplari 

Dolentem  cum  Filio? 
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4  Pro  peccatis  suae  gentis, 
Vidit  Jesum  in  tormentis, 

Et  flagellis  subditum, 
Vidit  suum  dulcem  ISTatum 
Moriendo,  desolaturn, 

Dum  emisit  spiritum. 

5  Pia  Mater,  fons  amoris, 
Me  sentire  vim  doloris, 

Fac  ut  tecum  lugeam. 
Fac  ut  ardeat  cor  meum 
In  amando  Christum  Deum, 

Ut  sibi  complaceam. 

6  Sancta  Mater,  istud  agas, 
Crucifixi  fige  plagas 

Cordi  meo  valide. 
Tui  Nati  vulnerati, 
Tarn  dignati  pro  ma  pati, 

Pcenas  mecum  divide. 

1  Fac  me  tecum  pie  flere, 
Crucifixo  condolere, 
Donee  ego  vixero. 
Juxta  crucem  tecum  stare, 
Et  me  tibi  sociare, 
In  planctu  desidero. 
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<>9_SAVI0UIl,  WHEN  IN  DUST  TO  THEE. 

1  Saviour,  when  in  dust  to  Thee 
Low  we  how  the  adoring  knee; 
When,  repentant,  to  the  skies, 
Scarce  we  lift  our  streaming  eyes; 
Oh!  by  all  the  pains  and  woe 
Suffered  once  for  man  helow; 
Bending  from  Thy  throne  on  high, 
Hear  our  solemn  Litany. 

2  By  Thy  birth  and  early  years, 
By  Thy  human  griefs  and  fears, 
By  Thy  fasting  and  distress 

In  the  lonely  wilderness, 
By  Thy  victory  in  the  hour 
Of  the  subtle  tempter's  power, 
Jesus,  look  with  pitying  eye; 
Hear  our  solemn  Litany. 

3  By  Thine  hour  of  dark  despair, 
By  Thine  agony  of  prayer, 

By  Thy  purple  robe  of  scorn, 

By  Thy  wounds,  Thy  crown  of  thorn, 

By  Thy  cross,  Thy  pangs  and  cries, 

By  Thy  perfect  sacrifice, 

Jesus,  look  wilh  pitying  eye; 

Hear  our  solemn  Litany 

4  By  Thy  deep,  expiring  groan, 
By  Thy  sealed  sepulchral  stone, 
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By  Thy  triumph  o'er  the  grave, 
By  Thy  power  from  death  to  save, 
Mighty  God,  ascended  Lord, 
To  Thy  throne  in  heaven  restored, 
Prince  and  Saviour,  hear  our  cry, 
Hear  our  solemn  Litany. 

30-SOUL  OF  JESUS. 

1  Soul  of  Jesus,  make  me  holy, 
Make  me  contrite,  meek  and  lowly; 
Soul  most  stainless,  Soul  divine, 
Cleanse  this  sordid  soul  of  mine; 
Hallow  this  polluted  soul, 

Purify  it,  make  it  whole; 

Soul  of  Jesus,  hallow  me ; 

Miserere  Domine! 

2  Save  me,  Body  of  my  Lord, 
Save  a  sinner  vile,  abhorred; 
Sacred  Body,  wan  and  worn, 

Bruised  and  mangled,  crushed  and  torn; 
Pierced  hands,  and  feet,  and  side; 
Scourged,  insulted,  crucified; 
Save  me,  to  the  Cross  I  flee; 
Miserere  Domine. 

3  Miserere!  let  me  be 

Never  parted,  Lord,  from  Thee; 
Guard  me  from  my  ruthless  foe, 
Save  me  from  eternal  woe. 
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In  the  dreadful  Judgment  day, 
Be  thy  Cross  my  hope  and  stay ; 
When  the  hour  of  death  is  near, 
And  my  spirit  faints  for  fear, 
Call  me  with  thy  voice  of  love, 
Place  me  near  to  Thee  above, 
With  Thine  angel  hosts  to  raise 
Never-ending  hymns  of  praise! 

31—0  KINDEST  MAKER. 

1  O  kindest  Maker!  turn  Thine  ears, 
And  mark  Thy  people's  sighs  and  tears, 
Which  thro'  the  yearly  fast  of  Lent 
To  mercy's  throne  are  daily  sent. 

2  Of  hearts  the  searcher,  Thou  canst  tell 
How  weak  the  state  to  which  we  fell; 
Blot  out  our  sins,  forgiveness  send 
To  all  who  now  for  pardon  bend. 

3  Our  souls  to  crimes  unnumber'd  own, 
Be  grace  to  free  confession  shown; 
Let  sickly  souls  Thy  healing  claim, 
That  all  may  praise  Thy  glorious  name.  | 

4  Grant  that  by  stinted  use  of  food, 
Our  bodies  may  be  so  subdued, 
That  grace  may  guide  our  stubborn  will 
And  stifle  all  that  leads  to  ill. 
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May  this  our  solemn  yearly  fast 
The  future  aid,  repair  the  past; 
O  holy  Godhead,  Three  in  One, 
The  Father,  Holy  Ghost  and  Son. 


Amen, 


EASTER. 

32—0  FILII  ET  FILLE. 

1  Alleluia!    Alleluia!    Alleluia! 
Ye  sons  and  daughters  of  the  Lord, 
The  King  of  heaven,  the  King  adored, 
From  death  this  day  Himself  restor'd. 

Alleluia! 

2  Alleluia!    Alleluia!    Alleluia! 
All  in  the  early  morning  gray, 
Went  holy  women  on  their  way, 
To  see  the  tomb  where  Jesus  lay. 

Alleluia ! 

3  Of  spices  pure  a  precious  store 

In  their  pure  hands  these  women  bore, 
To  anoint  the  sacred  Body  o'er. 
Alleluia! 

4  Then  straightway  one  in  white  they  see, 
Who  saith,  "Ye  seek  the  Lord;  but  He 
Is  risen,  and  gone  to  Galilee." 

Alleluia ! 

5  Now  let  us  praise  the  Lord  most  high, 
And  strive  His  name  to  magnify 

On  this  great  day,  through  earth  and  sky. 
Alleluia!  38 
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33— EASTER  SONG  OF  PRAISE. 

1  The  strain  upraise  of  joy  and  praise, 

To  the  glory  of  their  King  Alleluia. 

Shall  the  ransomed  people  sing, 

Alleluia!    Alleluia! 
And  the  choirs  that  dwell  on  high 
Shall  re-echo  through  the  sky, 

Alleluia!    Alleluia! 

2  They  in  the  rest  of  Paradise  who  dwell, 
The  blessed  ones,  with  joy  the  chorus  swell, 

Alleluia!  Alleluia! 
The  planets  beaming  on  their  heavenly  way, 
The  shining  constellations  join,  and  say 

Alleluia!    Alleluia! 

3  Wherefore  we  sing,  both  heart  and  voice 

awakiQS'  Alleluia. 

And  children's  voices  echo,  answer  making, 

All  plm  fi 
Now  from  all  men  be  outpoured 

Alleluia  to  the  Lord; 

With  Alleluia  evermore 

The  Son  and  Spirit  we  adore, 

Praise  be  done  to  the  Three  in  One. 

Alleluia. 

Alleluia!    Alleluia! 


40  Easter. 

34— EASTER  HYMN. 

1  Christ  is  risen  from  the  dead, 
Risen,  as  He  truly  said; 

Praise  the  Lord  with  grateful  voice, 
Bless  His  name,  Rejoice,  Rejoice  1 
Chorus. — Resurrexit, 
Sicut  dixit, 
Alleluia,  Alleluia, 
Alleluia,  Alleluia. 

2  Angels  clad  in  snowy  white, 
Coming  from  the  realms  of  light, 
Bid  us  sing  with  grateful  voice, 
Bid  us  all  Rejoice,  Rejoice! 

Chorus. — Resurrexit,  etc. 

3  Man  was  but  a  slave  before, 
Man  is  free  for  evermore; 

Heaven  and  earth,  with  grateful  voice, 
Bid  us  all  Rejoice,  Rejoice! 
Chorus. — Resurrexit,  etc. 

35— CHRIST,  THE  LORD,  IS  R1SEK 

1  Christ,  the  Lord  is  ris'n  to-day; 
Christians,  haste  your  vows  to  pay; 
Offer  ye  your  praises  meet, 
At  the  paschal  Victim's  feet. 
For  the  sheep,  the  Lamb  hath  bled, 
Sinless  in  the  sinner's  stead; 
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Christ  the  Lord  is  ris'n  on  high, 
Now  He  dies  no  more  to  die ! 

2  Christ,  the  victim  undefined, 
Man  to  God  hath  reconciled, 
When  in  strange  and  awful  strife, 
Met  together  death  and  life. 
Christians,  on*  this  happy  day, 
Haste  witn  joy  your  vows  to  pay; 
Christ,  the  Lord,  is  ris'n  on  high, 
Now  He  lives  no  more  to  die! 

3  Christ,  who  once  for  sinners  bled, 
Now  the  first-born  from  the  dead, 
Thron'd  in  endless  might  and  pow'r, 
Lives  and  reigns  for  evermore. 
Hail,  eternal  hope  on  high ! 

Hail,  Thou  King  of  victory ! 
Hail,  Thou  Prince  of  life  ador'd 
Help  and  save  us,  precious  Lord! 


PENTECOST. 

36-INVOCATIO  S.  SPIRITUS. 

1  Veni,  sancte  Spiritus, 
Et  emitte  coelitus      * 

Lucis  tuae  radium. 

2  Veni,  pater  pauperum, 
Veni  dator  munerum, 
Veni  lumen  cordium. 

3  Consolator  optime, 
Dulcis  hospes  aoiniae, 

Dulce  refrigerium. 

4  In  labore  requies, 
It  aesrn  temperies, 

In  rletu  solatium. 

5  O  lux  beatissima, 
Reple  cordis  intima 

Tuorum  lidelium. 

6  Sine  tuo  nomine 
Nihil  est  in  homine, 

Nihil  est  innoxium. 

7  Lava  quod  est  sordidum, 
Riga  quod  est  aridum, 
Sana  quod  est  saucium. 
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8  Flecte  quod  est  rigidum, 
Fove  quod  est  frigidum, 
Bege  quod  est  devium. 

9  Da  tuis  fidelibus, 
In  te  confidentibus, 

Sacrum  septenarium. 

10  Da  virtutis  meriturn, 
Da  salutis  ex i turn, 
Da  perenne  gaudium.     Amen. 

37— COME,  HOLY  GHOST. 

1  Come,  Holy  Ghost,  Creator  Blest, 
And  in  our  hearts  take  up  Thy  rest ; 
Come,  with  Thy  Grace  and  heavenly  aid, 
To  rill  the  hearts  which  Thou  hast  made. 

2  O  Comforter,  to  Thee  we  cry ; 

Thou  Heavenly  Gift  of  God  most  high; 
Thou  Fount  of  life,  and  Fire  of  love, 
And  sweet  Anointing  from  above. 

3  Drive  far  away  our  deadly  foe, 
And  peace  for  evermore  bestow; 
If  Thou  be  our  preventing  Guide, 
No  evil  can  our  steps  betide. 

4  Praise  we  the  Father,  and  the  Son, 
And  Holy  Spirit,  Three  in  One; 
And  may  the  Son  on  us  bestow 
The  gifts  that  from  the  Spirit  flow. 
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38-SEE  THE  PARACLETE  DESCENDING. 

1  See  the  Paraclete  descending, 

Burning  with  celestial  lire; 
Grace  and  truth  on  Him  attending, 
Men  with  heavenly  love  inspire. 

2  Let  us  Alleluias  singing 

Offer  Him  our  grateful  lays, 
He  all  heavenly  graces  bringing, 
Merits  everlasting  praise. 

3  Men  in  every  danger  fearing, 

Now  the  greatest  clangers  scorn; 
Amidst  tortures  persevering, 

Show  themselves  in  Christ  new-born. 

4  Fishermen  by  Thee  instructed, 

Jesus  to  the  world  proclaim; 
Infants  by  Thy  grace  conducted, 
Rather  die  than  slight  His  name. 


MONTH  OF  MARY. 

83— LITANY  OF  THE  B.  VIRGIN  MARY. 

Kyme,  eleison. 

Christe,  eleison, 

Kyrie,  eleison. 

Cbriste,  audi  nos. 

Christe,  exaudi  nos. 

Pater  de  coelis  Deus,  miserere  nobis. 

Fili,  Redemptor  mundi,  Deus,  miserere. 

Spiritus  Sancte,  Deus,  miserere. 

Sancta  Trinitas  unus  Deus,  miserere. 

Sancta  Maria,  ora  pro  nobis. 

Sancta  Dei  Genitrix, 

Sancta  Virgo  virginum, 

Mater  Christi, 
Mater  divinse  gratiae, 
Mater  purissima, 
Mater  castissima. 

Mater  inviolata, 
Mater  intemerata, 
Mater  amabilis, 
Mater  admirabilis, 

Mater  Creatoris, 
Mater  Salvatoris, 
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Virgo  prudent issima, 
Virgo  veneranda, 

Virgo  praedicanda, 
Virgo  potens, 
Virgo  clemens, 
Virgo  fklelis, 

Speculum  justitiae, 
Sedes  sapientiae, 
Causa  nostrae  laetitiae, 
Vas  spirituale, 

Vas  honorabile, 
Vas  insigne  devotionis, 
Rosa  mystica, 
Turris  Davidica, 

Turris  eburnea, 
Domus  aurea, 
Foederis  area, 
Janua  coeli, 

Stella  matutina, 
Salus  infirmorum, 
Refugium  peccatorum, 
Consolatrix  affiictorum, 

Auxilium  Cbristianorum, 
Regina  Angelorum, 
Regina  Patriarcbum, 
Regina  Prophetarum, 
Regina  Apostolorum, 
Regina  Martyrum, 
Regina  Confessorum, 
Regina  Virginum, 
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Regina  Sanctorum  omnium, 

Regina  sine  labe  originali  concepta. 
Agnus  Dei,  qui  tollis    peccata  mundi:   parce 

nobis,  Domine 
Agnus  Dei,  qui  tollis  peccata  mundi:  exaudi 

nos,  Domine. 
Agnus  Dei,  qui  tollis  peccata  mundi:  miserere 

nobis. 

40— AYE  MARIS  STELLA. 

1  Ave  maris  Stella, 
Dei  Mater  alma, 
Atque  semper  virgo, 
Felix  coeli  porta. 

2  Sumens  illud  Ave 
Gabrielis  ore, 
Funda  nos  in  pace, 
Mutans  Evse  nomen. 

3  Solve  vincla  reis, 
Profer  lumen  caecis, 
Mala  nostra  pelle, 
Bona  cuncta  posce. 

4  Monstra  te  esse  matrem, 
Sumat  per  te  preces, 

Qui  pro  nobis  natus, 
Tulit  esse  tuus. 
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5  Virgo  singularis, 
Inter  omnes  rnitis, 
Nos  culpis  solutos, 
Mites  fac  et  castos. 

6  Vitam  praesta  puram, 
•  Iter  para  tutum, 

tft  videntes  Jesum, 
Semper  collseteniur. 

7  Sit  laus  Deo  Patri, 
Summo  Christo  decus, 
Spiritui  Sancto, 

Tribus  honor  unus.     Amen. 

41— THE  FLOWER  OF  GRACE. 

1  0  Flower  of  Grace!  divinest  Flower! 
God's  light  thy  life,  God's  love  thy  dower! 
That  all  alone,  with  virgin  ray, 

Dost  make  in  heaven  eternal  May, 
Sweet  falls  the  peerless  dignity 
Of  God's  eternal  choice  on  thee! 

Mother  dearest!     Mother  fairest! 

Maiden  purest!     Maiden  rarest! 

Help  of  earth,  and  joy  of  heaven! 

Love  and  praise  to  thee  be  given, 
Blissful  Mother!  blissful  maiden! 

2  0  Flower  of  God!  divinest  Flower! 
Elected  for  His  inmost  bower! 
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Where  angels  come  not,  there  art  thou, 
A  crown  of  glory  on  thy  brow; 
While  far  below,  all  bright  and  brave, 
Their  gleamy  palms  the  ransomed  wave, 
Mother  dearest!  etc. 

0  Help  of  Christians!  mercy-laden! 
O  blissful  Mother!  blissful  Maiden! 
O  Sinless!  were  it  not  for  thee, 
There  were  in  faith  no  liberty 
To  hold  that  God  could  stoop  so  low, 
Or  love  his  sinful  creatures  so. 
Mother  dearest!  etc, 

O  Mary !  when  we  think  of  thee, 
Our  hearts  grow  light  as  light  can  be; 
For  thou  hast  felt  as  we  have  felt, 
And  thou  hast  knelt  as  we  have  knelt; 
And  so  it  is — that  utterly, 
Mother  of  God!  we  trust  in  thee! 
Mother  dearest,  etc. 

42— OUR  QUEEN  IMMACULATE. 

1  Oh!  fairest  of  all  visions, 
With  meekly  folded  hands, 
Adoring  eyes  uplifted, 
Before  her  God  she  stands. 
Mother  pure,  Virgin  fair, 
Spotless  dove,  peerless  Maid, 
Crowned  Queen  of  God's  creation, 
Our  Queen  Immaculate. 
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2  0  fairest  of  all  visions, 

That  met  the  eager  gaze 
Of  Patriarch  and  Prophet 
In  far  primeval  days. 

3  0  fairest  of  all  visions, 

Our  weary  exile  o'er, 
In  thy  unclouded  glory 
We'll  see  thee  evermore. 

4  We'll  see  thee,  Queen  and  Mother, 

EnthroLed  in  royal  state. 
In  all  thy  virgin  splendor. 
Our  Queen  Immaculate. 

43— DEAREST  MOTHER. 

1  We  come,  dearest  Mother,  with  fondest  de- 

votion, 
To  place  on  thy  shrine  no  pearls  of  the  sea; 
The  pearls  of    our   hearts — the  truest  affec- 
tions, 
Dearest  and  best  we  bring  unto  thee. 
O  Mary!  hear  our  prayer. 

2  Hail,  highest    and    holiest  —  bright  lily   of 

Heaven, 
In    the  garden   of    God  thou  reignest  su- 
preme ; 
Chosen  vessel  of  honor,  Immaculate  ever, 
Mother  of  Jesus!  we  hail  thee  our  Queen. 


I 
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3  The  rose  and  the  lily  of  earth's  early  spring- 
time, 
Mary,  dear  Mother,  we  wreathe  for  thee 
now, 
Draw  nearer,  bright   angels,  with  songs  of 
gladness, 
As  we  place   fairest  flowers  on  our  dear 
Mother's  brow. 

44— MARYS  TITLES. 

1  Thro'  the  world  thy  children  raise 

Their  prayers,  and  still  we  see 
Calm  are  the  nights  and  bright  the  days 
Of  those  who  trust  in  thee. 

Star  of  the  sea,  we  kneel  and  pray 
When  tempests  raise  their  voice ; 

Star  of  the  sea,  the  haven  reached, 
We  call  thee,  we  call  thee  and  rejoice, 

Star  of  the  sea,  star  of  the  sea. 

2  Queen  of  heaven,  when  we  are  sad, 

Best  solace  of  our  pains, 
It  tells  us  tho'  on  earth  we  toil, 
Our  Mother  lives  and  reigns. 

3  Hope  of  sinners,  how  many  souls 

Cast  down  by  woe  and  sin, 
Have  learned  thro'  this  dear  name  of  thine, 
A  pardon  and  peace  to  win. 
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4  Mary,  dearest  name  of  all, 
The  holiest  and  the  best, 
The  first  low  word  that  Jesus  lisped 
Laid  on  His  Mother's  breast. 

45— HAIL  MARY. 

1  How  pure,  how  frail  and  white 

The  snowdrops  shine, 
Gather  a  garland  bright 
For  Mary's  shrine. 
Hail  Mary !    Hail  Mary ! 
Queen  of  Heaven,  let  us  repeat, 
And  place  our  snowdrop  wreath 
Here  at  her  feet. 

2  For  on  this  blessed  day 

She  knelt  at  prayer, 
When  lo !  before  her  shone 
An  Angel  fair. 

3  Hail  Mary!  infant  lips 

Lisp  it  to-day; 
Hail  Mary!  with  faint  smile, 
The  dying  say. 

4  Hail  Mary !  many  a  heart, 

Broken  with  grief, 

In  that  angelic  prayer 

Has  found  relief. 
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46— MOTHER  LOVED. 

Cho. — Mary,  hear  my  fervent  prayer, 
Take  me  'neath  thy  care, 
O  Mother  loved,  be  my  life,  my  stay, 
Guide  me,  love  me,  save  and  protect  me 
'Till  the  dawn  of  eternal  day, 
Mary,  hear  my  fervent  prayer,  etc 

1  O  Mother  loved,  watch  over  me, 

So  helpless  tossed  on  life's  rough  sea, 

Kindly  shed  from  Heaven  above 

A  mother's  sweet,  fond  smile  of  love. 

2  O  Mother  loved,  watch  over  me, 
From  sin  and  danger  keep  me  free, 
When  temptation's  waves  angry  flow, 
Thyself  to  me  a  mother  show. 

3  O  Mother  loved,  watch  over  me, 
When  life  is  bright  and  fair  to  see, 
Who  so  need  thy  clear  guiding  ray 
As  those  who  walk  the  flow'ry  way. 

47—0  BEAUTIFUL  THOU  ART. 

1  O  beautiful  thou  art, 

Our  sweet  Virgin  Queen, 
Come  reign  within  each  heart, 

Peaceful  and  serene. 
See,  with  love  now  thrilling 
All  thy  children's  hearts, 
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Joy  each  breast  is  filling, 
Sadness  now  departs. 

2  O  list  to  strains  now  swelling 

Even  to  thy  throne, 
0  call  us  for  this  dwelling, 

Leave  us  not  alone. 
Mother  ever  holy, 

Hear  us  as  we  pray, 
Virgin  pure  and  lowly 

With  us  ever  stay. 

3  Ah !  when  we're  sad  and  weary, 

Tired  of  life  and  sin, 
And  when  the  way  looks  dreary 

Haste  thy  child  to  win. 
When  death  lays  his  finger 

On  our  icy  brow, 
O  then  near  us  linger, 

Linger  then  as  now. 

48— MATER  ADMIRABILIS. 

Cho. — O  Mater  Admirabilis 

List  to  our  fervent  prayer, 
Oh!  let  thy  loving  children 
Thy  sweet  protection  share. 

1  O  Mater  Admirabilis, 

Our  youthful  hearts  we  raise 
In  soft  soul- breathing  melody, 
To  sing  thy  wondrous  praise. 
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2  Let  angels  swell  the  chorus — 

Let  heaven  and  earth  proclaim, 
O  Mater  Admirabilis, 
The  sweetness  of  thy  name. 

3  Before  thy  loving  image, 

"Tis  truest  joy  to  kneel, 
And  gaze  upon  the  beauties 
That  faith  and  love  reveal. 

4  O  Mater  Admirabilis, 

'Tis  more  than  rapturous  glow 
That  cheers  our  lone  and  darksome  way 
On  this  sad  earth  below. 

49— HEART  OF  MARY. 

1  O  heart  of  Mary,  pure  and  fair, 

There  is  no  stain  in  thee, 
In  Adam's  fall  thou  hast  no  share,        \  Re- 
From  sin's  control  thou  art  free.        )  peat. 

Cho.    O  heart  of  Mary,  pure  and  fair, 

]S"o  beauty  can  with  thine  compare: 
From  ev'ry  stain  of  sin  thou  art  freeM 
Oh,  make  us  pure  in  heart  like  thee. 

2  As  some  fair  lily  'midst  the  thorns, 

Thou  'mongst  Eve's  daughters  art — 
Celestial  purity  adorns  )    Be- 

Thy  crystal  depths,  chaste  heart.       )  peat. 
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3  Sweet  Heart!  within  thy  depths  so  chaste, 
We'll  dwell  and  ne'er  depart, 
Till  thou  our  souls  hast  deeply  placed  \  Re- 
in. Jesus'  Sacred  Heart.  )  peat. 


50— ORA   PRO  ME. 

1  Aye  Maria!  bright  and  pure, 

Hear,  O  hear  me  when  I  pray, 
Pains  and  pleasures  try  the  pilgrim 

On  his  long  and  dreary  way. 
Fears  and  perils  are  around  me, 
Ave  Maria!  bright  and  pure, 
Ora  pro  me,  ora  pro  me, 

2  Ave  Maria!  Queen  of  Heaven, 

Teach,  O  teach  me  to  obey. 
Lead  me  on,  tho'  fierce  temptations 

Stand  and  meet  me  in  the  way. 
When  I  fail  and  faint,  my  Mother, 
Ave  Maria!  bright  and  pure, 
Ora  pro  me,  ora  pro  me. 

3  Then  shall  I,  if  thou,  O  Mary, 

Art  my  strong  support  and  stay, 
Fear  nor  feel  the  three -fold  danger, 

Standing  forth  in  dread  array. 
Now  and  ever  shield  and  guard  me, 
Ave  Maria!  bright  and  pure. 
Ora  pro  me,  ora  pro  me. 
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4  When  my  eyes  are  slowly  closing, 
And  I  fade  from  earth  away, 
And  when  death,  the  stern  destroyer, 

Claims  my  body  as  his  prey, 
Claim  my  soul,  and  then,  sweet  Mary, 
Ave  Maria!  bright  and  pure, 
Ora  pro  me,  ora  pro  me. 

51— FAEEWELL  TO  MAY, 

1  Ah  !  must  I  leave  our  Lady's  altar, 

Where  oft  I  found  such  sweet  delight, 
My  sad  adieux  must  I  now  falter — 

Must  joys  so  pure  now  wing  their  flight. 

Cho.  Farewell,  sweet  month,  sweet  month  of 
flowers : 
Farewell,  loved  shrine,  thou  dear  re- 
treat, 
But  ere  have  fled  these  happy  hours, 

My  heart  I'll  leave  at  Mary's  feet.  (Repeat) 
Farewell,  sweet  month,  farewell! 
Farewell,  loved  shrine,  farewell! 

2  How  sweet  to  sing  my  Mother's  praises, 

And  breathe  to  her  my  loving  sighs, 
So  fondly  on  me  then  she  gazes, 
So  softly  beam  her  starlike  eyes, 

3  Ah!  while  my  love  to  thee  I'm  singing, 

To  die  this  hour  would  be  so  sweet, 
Like  those  spring  flowers  perfumes  flinging, 
That  bloom  and  languish  at  thy  feet. 
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52— WATCH  OYER  US. 

1  0  Mother  loved,  our  sweet  delight, 
One  glance  but  cast,  so  fondty  bright. 

Watch  over  us. 
When  dark  night  her  mantle  casts, 
When  storms  and  wintry  blasts 
Hide  Heaven's  azure  hue, 
O  thou  Star  of  hope,  shine  through. 

2  Be  love  of  thee,  my  whole  life  long, 
My  sweetest  joy,  my  only  way. 

Watch  over  us. 
Shine  then  brightly,  O  soft  Star 
With  thy  light  driving  far 
Mists  that  oft  veil  my  soul, 
Clouds  that  e'er  around  me  roll. 

3  Mother  of  God!  our  hope,  our  life, 
Sweet  Mother  shield  us  in  the  strife. 

Watch  over  us. 
From  all  earthly  toils  set  free, 
We'll  quickly  fly  to  thee; 
Let  us  rest  in  thy  heart, 
From  its  depths  we'll  ne'er  depart. 

53— A  CHILD'S  MAY  SONG. 

1  From  thy  bright  throne  above  the  sky, 
Look  down  on  us,  O  Mother  sweet, 
And  smile  upon  the  gift  which  I 
Here  offer  kneeling  at  thy  feet, 
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O  Mother  of  my  God,  and  mine, 
I've  brought  some  simple  flowers  to-day, 

That  they  may  bloom  upon  thy  shrine, 
The  long,  long  hours  that  I'm  away. 

2  So  their  sweet  breath  shall  rise  like  prayer 

When  I  am  far  from  this  dear  spot; 
Thou'lt  think  of  me  while  they  are  here, 

And  absent,  I'll  forget  thee  not. 
If  I  were  rich  in  gems  and  gold, 

All,  all  to  thee  I'd  freely  give; 
How  could  I  anything  withhold 

That  it  might  please  thee  to  receive. 

3  But  if  I  had  a  golden  mine, 

And  were  to  lay  it  at  thy  feet; 
My  heart  not  being  truly  thine, 

Say,  would  it  please  thee,  mother  sweet? 
I  know  it  would  not,  and  I  know 

That  I  can  only  be  thine  own 
By  loving  him  who  loved  thee  so 

That  he  became  thine  own  dear  Son. 

i  My  heart  henceforth  shall  be  all  thine. 

And  I  will  watch  and  I  will  pray, 
That  never  thought  or  word  of  mine 

May  take  my  heart  from  thee  away. 
O  give  a  blessing  now  to  me, 

I'll  .try  to  be  so  good  all  day, 
That  I  may  bring  fresh  flowers  to  thee 

To  make  thy  holy  altar  gay. 
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54— OUR  LADY  OF  THE  SACRED  HEART. 

1  To  thee,  sweet  Mother,  Heavenly  Queen! 

We  raise  our  loving  hearts  to-day; 
O  deign  to  listen  to  our  words, 
While  lowly  at  thy  feet  we  pray. 
Sweet  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart, 

Before  thy  shrine  to-day, 
We  kneel  on  earth  to  choose  thee  Queen, 

Queen  of  Heaven's  eternal  May. 

2  We  call  thee  oft  the  Queen  of  May, 

And  lily  pure,  and  mystic  rose, 
And  Mother  of  our  Jesus  dear, 
In  whose  sweet  heart  love  brightly  glows. 

3  And  by  this  name  to-day  we  call 

On  thee,  by  the  unwearying  love 

Which  thou  dost  for  thy  children  feel, 

To  raise  our  loving  hearts  above. 

4  Then  beg  of  Jesus  by  the  blood 

That  flowed  so  freely  from  His  Heart, 
That  He  will  bathe  us  in  its  flood 
That  chastened  we  may  form  a  part, 

5  A  beauteous,  holy,  loving  part 

Of  that  much  envied  train  and  bright, 
That  follows  evermore  the  Lamb 
Through  Heaven's  eternal  realms  of  light. 
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55— MAGNIFICAT, 

Glory  to  God !    Angel  hosts  are  singing, 

Israel's  Holy  One  has  for  us  become 
Mary's  Son — peace  on  earth  to  us  bringing. 

1  0  magnify  the  Lord ! 

Break  forth  in  songs,  my  voice, 
In  my  Saviour  adored 

My  spirit  doth  rejoice. 
While  time  its  course  will  run 

All  ages  will  proclaim, 
What  God  hath  in  me  done, 

And  blessed  call  my  name. 

2  My  lowliness  He  sought, 

On  me  His  eyes  He  cast, 
And  in  me  he  has  wrought 

A  wonder  unsurpassed ! 
His  mercies  to  the  just 

From  age  to  age  He  shows, 
But  humbles  in  the  dust 

His  proud  and  haughty  foes. 

3  The  mighty  ones  He  spurns, 

The  humble  He  receives, 
Fills  the  soul  that  yearns ; 

The  rich  in  want  He  leaves. 
To  us,  for  Israel's  sake, 

His  mercies  still  extend; 
For  Abram,  as  he  spake, 

His  love  shall  never  end. 
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56— AYE  SANCTISSIMA. 

1  Ave  Sanctissima,  we  lift  our  souls  to  thee, 
Orapro  nobis,  'tis  nightfall  on  the  sea. 
Watch  us  while  shadows  lie,  far  o'er  the  water 

spread ; 
Hear  the  heart's  lonely  sigh;  thine,  too,  hath 
bled. 

2  Thou  that  hath  looked  on  death,  aid  us  when 

death  is  near, 
Whisper  of  Heav'n  to  faith,  sweet  Mother, 

sweet  Mother,  hear. 
Ora  pro  nobis,  the  wave  must  rock  our  sleep, 
Ora,  Mater,  ora,  Star  of  the  deep. 

3  Ave  Purissima,  list  to  thy  children's  prayer: 
Audi  Maria,  and  take  us  to  thy  care. 
When  darkness  comes  o'er  us,  whilst  here  on 

earth  we  stay, 
Thy  light  shine  before  us,  guide  of  our  way. 

57— EYVIYA  MARIA. 

Evvtva  Maria,  Maria  evviva. 
Evviva  Maria,  e  chi  la  creo. 

58-0  SANCTISSIMA. 

1  O  Sanctissima,  O  purissima, 
Dulcis  Yirgo  Maria, 

Mater,  amata,  intemerata, 
Ora,  ora  pro  nobis. 
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2  Tot  a  pulchra  es,  O  Maria! 
Et  macula  non  est  in  te. 

3  Sicut  lilium  inter  spinas 
Sic  Maria  inter  filias. 


59— HAIL!  BRIGHT  STAR  OF  OCEA^. 

1  Hail!  bright  Star  of  Ocean, 

God's  own  Mother  blest, 
Ever-sinless  Virgin, 
Gate  of  heavenly  rest. 

2  Break  the  captive's  fetters; 

Light  on  blindness  pour; 
All  our  ills  expelling, 
Every  bliss  implore. 

3  Show  thyself  a  mother; 

May  the  Word  divine, 
Born  for  us,  thine  Infant, 
Hear  our  prayers  through  thine, 

4  Keep  our  life  all  spotless, 

Make  our  way  secure, 
Till  we  find  in  Jesus 
Joy  for  evermore. 

5  Through  the  highest  heaven, 

To  the  Almighty  Three, 
Father,  Son,  and  Spirit, 
One  same  glory  be. 
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60— TO  LOYE  THEE,  0  MARY. 

To  love  thee,  O  Mary,  is  our  only  joy, 
Mother  pure,  thy  glory  shall  our  lips  employ. 

1  See!  the  storm  is  raging — 
Clouds  above  us  low'r; 
All  our  tli oughts  engaging, 
Save  us  by  thy  pow'r. 
To  love  thee,  etc. 

2  Billows,  wildly  heaving, 

Fill  us  with  alarm; 
To  our  anchor  cleaving, 
Thou  wilt  calm  the  storm. 
To  love  thee,  etc. 

3  Thy  sweet  light  brings  gladness 

Gentle  "  Star  of  Morn," 
Takes  from  life  its  sadness, 
Darkest  skies  adorns, 
To  love  thee,  etc. 

61— HAIL,  YIRGIN. 

1  Hail,  Yirgin!  dearest  Mary! 
Our  lovely  Queen  of  May! 
O  spotless,  blessed  Lady! 

Our  lovely  Queen  of  May! 

Thy  children,  humbly  bending 

Around  thy  shrine  so  dear, 
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With  heart  and  voice  ascending, 
Sweet  Mary,  hear  our  prayer. 
Hail,  Virgin!  etc. 

2  Behold  earth's  blossoms  springing 
In  beauteous  form  and  hue; 
All  nature  gladly  bringing 

Her  sweetest  charms  to  you. 
We'll  gather  fresh,  bright  flowers 
To  bind  our  fair  Queen's  brow ; 
From  gay  and  verdant  bowers 
We  haste  to  crown  thee  now. 
Hail,  Virgin!  etc. 

62— HAIL.  HEAVENLY  QUEEN. 

Music:  Bohr's  Melodies,  page  41. 

1  Hail,  heavenly  Queen!  Hail,  foamy  ocean's 

star ; 
O,  be  our  guide,  diffuse  thy  beams  afar; 
O  Mother  of  God,  above  all  virgins  blest, 
Hail,  happy  gate  of  heaven's  eternal  rest! 

Hail,   foamy  ocean's  star,   sweet,   heavenly 

Queen. 
O,  be  our  guide  to  endless  joys  serene. 

2  Hail  full  of  grace!  with  Gabriel  we  repeat, 
Thee,  Queen  of  Heaven,  from  him  we  learn 

to  greet ; 
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Then  give  us  peace,  which  heaven  alone  can 

give, 
And  dead  through  Eve,  through  Mary  let  us 

live. 
Hail,  foamy  ocean's  star,  etc. 

3  Thy  children  save,  O  gracious  Mother,  hear! 
From  weeping  eyes,  O  deign  to  wipe  the  tear! 
Our  humble  prayers  to  God  thy  Son  present, 
Whose  life  and  blood  for  sinful  man  were 

spent. 

Hail,  foamy  ocean's  star,  etc. 

4  Our  souls  in  purity  and  grace  preserve, 
And  ne'er   from   truth   permit   our  way  to 

swerve, 
That  when  our  days  have  rolled  their  rapid 

round, 
We  may  with  Christ  in  heavenly  bliss  be 

crowned. 
Hail,  foamy  ocean's  star,  etc. 

63— ON  THIS  DAY,  O  BEAUTIFUL  MOTHER. 

Music;  Bohr's  Melodies,  page  78. 
1  On  this  day,  O  beautiful  Mother! 
On  this  day  we  give  thee  our  love; 
Near  thee,  Madonna,  fondly  we  hover, 

Trusting  thy  gentle  care  to  prove. 
Chor.  On  this  day  we  ask  to  share, 

Dearest  Mother,  thy  sweet  care; 
Aid  us  ere  our  feet  astray 
Wander  from  thy  guiding  way. 
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2  Rose  of  Sharon,  lovely  flower, 
Heavenly  bud  of  Eden's  bower, 
Cherished  Lily  of  the  Vale, 
Virgin  Mother,  thee  we  hail. 

On  this  day,  etc. 

3  Fast  our  days  of  life  we  run, 
Soon  the  night  of  death  will  come  ; 
Tower  of  Strength,  in  that  dread  hour, 
Come  with  all  thy  gentle  power. 

On  this  day,  etc. 

64— MOTHER  OF  MERCY. 

1  Mother  of  Mercy,  da}r  by  day, 

My  love  of  thee  grows  more  and  more; 
Thy  gifts  are  strewn  upon  my  way, 
Like  sands  upon  the  great  sea-shore. 

2  Though  poverty,  and  work,  and  woe, 

The  masters  of  my  life  may  be; 
In  darkest  hours,  who  does  not  know 
That  all  is  light  with  love  of  thee. 

3  Oh,  gain  me  grace  to  love  thee  more; 

Thy  Son  will  give  if  thou  wilt  plead: 
And,  Mother,  when  life's  care  are  o'er, 
Oh,  I  shall  love  thee  then  indeed, 

4  My  Lord,  when  His  three  hours  were  run, 

Bequeath'd  thee  from  the  cross  to  me; 
And  oh,  how  can  I  love  thy  Son, 
Sweet  Mother,  if  I  love  not  thee? 
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65— MAY  HYMN. 

1  Glorious  Mother!  from  high  heaven, 
Down  upon  thy  children  gaze, 
Gathered  in  th»y  own  loved  season 
Thee  to  bless,  and  thee  to  praise. 

Chorus. 
See,  sweet  Mary,  on  thy  altars, 
Bloom  the  fairest  buds  of  May, 
Oh!  may  we.  earth's  sons  and  daughters, 
Grow,  by  grace,  as  pure  as  they. 

2  Earth  is  darksome,'  we  are  weary, 
Satan  setteth  snares  for  all, 
Pray  for  us,  oh!  tender  Mary, 

Pray  to  Jesus,  lest  we  fall.—  Chorus. 

3  Many  call  upon  thee,  Mother, 
Some  in  manhood,  strong  in  youth, 
Some  in  age,  in  tender  childhood — 
ALL  in  loving  faith  and  truth.— Chorus. 

4  Raise  thy  voice  for  us  to  Jesus, 
In  this  blessed  month  of  thine, 
"Raise  thy  pure  hands  to  bless  us,     . 

As  we  linger  'round  thy  shrine. — Chorus. 

5  Bless,  oh,  bless  us,  now  and  ever, 
Thou  who  once  the  dark  earth  trod, 
And  when  dying,  waft  our  spirits, 
To  the  bosom  of  our  God. — Chorus. 


Month  of  Mary.  69 


66— MARY,  QUEEN  OF  THE  ANGELS. 

1  Brixg  flowers  of  me  rarest,  bring  flowers  of 

the  fairest, 
From  garden  and   woodland,  and  hillside 

and  vale, 
Our  full  hearts  are  swelling,  our  glad  voices 

telling 
The  praise  of  the  loveliest  Rose  of  the  dale. 

O  Mary,  we  crown  thee  with  blossoms 

to-day, 
Queen  of  the  Angels,   Queen  of  the 

May! 

2  Our  voices  ascending,  in  harmony  blending, 

Oh,  thus  may  our  hearts  turn,  dear  Mother, 

to  thee, 
Oh,  thus  shall  we  prove  thee,  how  truly  we 

love  thee, 
How   dark   without   Mary   Life's  journey 

would  be. 

3  0  Virgin  most  tender,  our  homage  we  render, 

Thy  love  and  protection,  sweet  Mother,  to 
win, 
In  danger  defend  us,  in  sorrow  befriend  us, 
And  shield  our  fond  hearts  from  contagion 
of  sin. 
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4  Of  Mothers   the  dearest,   oh,   wilt  thou  be 
nearest, 
When  life  with  temptation  is  darkly  re- 
plete, 
Forsake  us,  oh,  never!  our  hearts  be  they  ever 
As  pure  as  the  lilies  we  lay  at  thy  feet. 

67— STAR  OF  JACOB. 

1  Star  of  Jacob,  ever  beaming, 

Bright  and  clear,  of  peace  the  sign ; 
'Mid  the  stars  of  highest  heaven 
Glows  no  purer  ray  than  Thine. 

2  All  in  stoles  of  snowy  brightness, 

Unto  Thee  the  angels  sing; 
Unto  Thee  the  Virgin  choirs- 
Mother  of  th'  Eternal  King! 

3  Joyful  in  Thy  path  they  scatter 

Roses  white  and  lilies  fair; 
Yet  with  Thy  chaste  bosom's  whiteness, 
Rose  nor  lily  can  compare. 

4  Oh!  that  this  low  earth  of  ours, 

Answering;  th'  angelic  strain, 
With  Thy  praises  might  re-echo, 
Till  the  heavens  replied  again. 

5  Honor,  glory,  virtue,  merit, 

Be  to  Thee,  O  Virgin'?  Son! 
With  the  Father  and  the  Spirit, 
While  eternal  ages  run. 
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68— SNOW  AND  EAIN  HAVE  VANISHED. 

1  Snow  and  rain  have  vanished 

Winds  have  ceased  to  wail, 
Winter  now  is  banished, 

Bright  are  hill  and  vale. 
Gentle  Mother,  hear  us 

At  thy  altar  pray ; 
Queen  of  Virgins,  bless  us 

On  this  sweet  May-day. 

2  Spring  hath  come  with  flowers, 

Spring  hath  come  with  light, 
Soft  and  rosy  hours  now 

Fill  the  day  and  night, 
Stars  above  us  gleaming, 

Tell  of  Mary's  worth ; 
Blossoms  round  us  teeming, 

Speak  her  praise  to  earth. 

3  Here  below  deserving, 

She  was  found  alone, 
God  from  sin  preserving, 

Chose  her  for  His  own. 
Grace,  as  to  none  other, 

Grace  to  her  was  given, 
She  became  the  Mother 

Of  the  King  of  Heaven. 

4  God  bestowed  upon  her, 

Glories  all  her  own, 
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Earth's  sublimest  honor, 

Heaven's  queenly  throne. 
Taught  by  Him,  we  love  her 

In  our  simple  way, 
Placing  none  above  her 

On  this  sweet  May-day. 

69— SAL  YE,  REGINA. 

1  Salve,  Regina,  mater  misericordiae; 
Yita,  dulcedo,  et  spes  nostra,  salve. 

2  Ad  te  clamamus,  exules  filii  Hevae ; 

Ad  te  suspiramus,  gementes  et  flentes  in  hac 
lacrymarum  valle. 

3  Eia  ergo,  Advocata  nostra, 

Illos  tuos  misericordes  oculos  ad  nos  con- 
verte ; 

4  Et  Jesum,  benedictum  fructum  ventris  tui, 
Nobis  post  hoc  exilium  ostende. 

5  O  clemens,  O  pia,  0  dulcis  Virgo  Maria. 

70— ALMA  REDEMPTORIS. 

Alma  Redemptoris  Mater,  qua?  pervia  cceli. 
Porta  manes,  et  Stella  maris,  succurre  cadenti, 
Surgere  qui  curat,  populo:  tu  qua?  genuisti, 
Natura  mirante,  tuum  sanctum  Genitorem  : 
Yirgo  prius  ac  posterius,  Gabrielis  ab  ore, 
Sumens  illud  Ave,  peccatorum  miserere. 
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71— THE    MEMORARE; 

OK,  PRAYER   OF    ST.    BERNARD. 

1  Oh!  be  thou  mindful,  Mother  most  tender, 

Ne'er  was  thine  aid  implored  in  vain, 
Faint  in  the  combat,  lest  we  surrender, 
Do  thou  our  faltering  heart  sustain. 

2  In  ages  gone  by,  as  all  records  declare, 

Not  once  hast  thou  slighted  the  suppliant's 
cry, 
Nor  shall  ages  that  follow  thy  mercies  im- 
pair ; 

To   all   that   invoke    thee,  sweet  Mother, 
thou'rt  nigh. 

3  For  this  \p.  the  midst  of   my  sin  and  my 

dread, 

At  the  thought  of  thy  mercies  with  hope 
I'm  inspired; 
Oh,  Virgin!    thy  Son  on  the  Cross  for  me 
bled, 

Thy  Son  on  the  Cross  for  my  ransom  ex- 
pired. 

4  Though  countless   and  grievous  the  sins  I 

deplore, 
Despair  at  thy  name  from  my  bosom  shall 

flee, 
In  thy  love  will  I  hope  for  my  pardon  once 

more, 
Oh!  Virgin  and  Mother,  I  fly  unto  thee. 
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5  To  my  prayers  and  my  sighs,  blessed  Mother 
give  ear, 
And  be  thou,  as  ever,  the  penitent's  friend, 
'Neath  fhe  shield  of  thy  favor  no  danger  I'll 

fear, 
But  with  thee  and  thy  Son  hope  to  reign  in 
the  end. 

72— MOTHER   DEAR. 

1  Mother  dear,  O  pray  for  me, 

Whilst  far  from  heav'n  and  thee, 
I  wander  in  a  fragile  bark 

O'er  life's  tempestuous  sea; 
O  Virgin  Mother,  from  thy  throne, 

So  bright  in  bliss  above, 
Protect  thy  child,  and  cheer  my  path 
With  thy  sweet  smile  of  love. 
Mother  dear,  remember  me; 

Never  cease  thy  care, 
Till  in  heaven  eternally, 
Thy  love  and  bliss  I  share. 

2  Mother  dear,  O  pray  for  me, 

Should  pleasure's  syren  lay 
E'er  tempt  thy  child  to  wander  far 

From  Virtue's  paths  away; 
When  thorns  beset  life's  devious  way, 

And  darkling  waters  flow, 
Then,  Mary,  aid  thy  weeping  child,  t 

Thyself  a  Mother  show. 
Mother  dear,  etc. 
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3  Mother  dear,  0  pray  for  me, 

When  all  looks  bright  and  fair, 
That  I  may  all  my  danger  see, 

For  surely  then  'tis  near 
A  Mother's  pray'r  how  much  we  need, 

If  prosperous  be  the  ray 
That  paints  with  glow  the  flow'ry  mead 
Which  blossoms  in  our  way. 
Mother  dear,  etc. 

73— HAIL,  QUEEN  OF  HEAVEK 

1  Hail,  Queen  of  Heaven,  the  ocean  Star, 

Guide  of  the  wand'rer  here  below: 
Thrown  on  life's  surge,  we  claim  thy  care; 
Save  us  from  peril  and  from  woe : 
Mother  of  Christ,  Star  of  the  Sea, 
Pray  for  the  wand'rer,  pray  for  me. 

2  0  gentle,  chaste,  and  spotless  Maid, 

We  sinners  make  our  prayers  through  thee; 
Remind  thy  Son  that  he  has  paid 

The  price  of  our  iniquity, 
Virgin  most  pure,  Star  of  the  sea, 
Pray  for  the  sinner,  pray  for  me. 

3  Sojourners  in  this  vale  of  tears, 

To  thee,  blest  Advocate,  we  cry; 
Pity  our  sorrows,  calm  our  fears, 

And  soothe  with  hope  our  misery. 
'  Refuge  in  grief,  Star  of  the  sea, 

\     Pray  for  the  mourner,  pray  for  me. 
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75— MARY,  MOTHER  SWEET. 

1  As  the  gentle  Spring  uncloses, 

And  the  Winter  fades  away, 
Sunlight  glistens,  lilies  blow, 

As  we  greet  the  montii  of  May; 
As  we  hail  its  peerless  Queen, 

Mary,  Mother  of  delighi  ! 
In  her  own  especial  season, 

Sing  her  praise  from  morn  to  night. 

Mary,  Mother  sweet! 
Mary,  Mother  fair! 
Virgin  Queen  discreet! 

Hear  our  prayer. 
Unto  Jesus  pray 
That  each  day 

•We  may  grow  like  thee,  our  Queen  of 
May. 

2  May  is  Mary's — she  is  ours — 

Thus  the  month  is  doubly  dear: 
As  we  crown  her  with  our  flowers, 

Angels  gladly  hover  near; 
And  the  blessed  Jesus  smiles 

On  each  humble  votary, 
And  our  homage  to  His  Mother 

Will  requite  most  graciously. 

3  Dearest  Mother!  we  remember 

How  at  one  request  of  thine, 
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Jesus,  at  the  marriage  feast, 
Changed  the  water  into  wine; 

At  our  feast,  ah!  let  the  flood 
Of  our  tears  thy  pity  move, 

Beg,  oh!  beg  thy  Son  to  change  it 
To  the  wine  of  perfect  love. 
Chorus — Mary,  Mother  sweet,  etc. 


4  Take  us  all  'neath  thy  protection, 
Heart,  and  soul,  and  senses,  take! 
Tell  dear  Jesus  we  are  thine, 

And  He'll  bless  us  for  thy  sake; 
And  the  treasures  of  our  Mary, 
Up  in  heaven  we  shall  store, 
Naught  shall  steal  them,  naught  corrode  them, 
They  shall  last  for  evermore ! 
Chorus.— Mary,  Mother  sweet,  etc. 

76— AYE  REGINA. 

Ave,  Regina  ccelorum ! 
Ave,  domina  angelorum! 
Salve,  radix,  salve,  porta, 
Ex  qua  mundo  Lux  est  orta. 
Gaude,  Virgo  gloriosa, 
Super  omnes  speciosa 
Vale,  O  valde  decora! 
Et  pro  nobis  Christum  exora. 
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77— SWEET  MAY. 

1  Tis  the  month  of  our  Mother, 

The  blessed  and  beautiful  days, 
When  our  lips  and  our  spirits 
Are  glowing  with  love  and  with  praise. 

All  hail !  to  dear  Mary, 

The  guardian  of  our  way! 
To  the  fairest  of  Queens 

Be  the  fairest  of  seasons — sweet  May. 

2  Oh!  what  peace  to  her  children, 

'Mid  sorrows  aud  trials  to  know, 
That  the  love  of  their  Mother 
Hath  ever  a  solace  for  woe. 

3  And  what  joy  to  the  erring, 

The  sinful  and  sorrowful  soul; 
That  a  trust  in  her  guidance 
Will  lead  to  a  glorious  goal ! 

4  Let  us  sing  then,  rejoicing 

That  God  hath  so  honored  our  race, 
As  to  clothe  with  our  nature 
Sweet  Mary,  the  Mother  of  Grace. 

78— REGINA  CCELI. 

Regina  Cceli,  lsetare!  alleluia. 
Quia  quern  meruisti  portare;  alleluia. 
Resurrexit  sicut  dixit:  alleluia. 
Ora  pro  nobis  Deum ;  alleluia. 


SO  Month  of  Mary. 

79 -BRIGHT  MOTHER  OF  OUR  MAKER. 

1  Bright  Mother  of  our  Maker,  hail ! 

Thou  Virgin  ever  blessed, 
Tk'_'  ocean's  star  by  which  we  sail, 
And  gain  the  port  of  rest. 

2  Whilst  we  this  Ave  thus  to  thee, 

From  Gabriel's  mouth  rehearse, 
Prevail  that  pence  our  lot  may  be, 
And  Eva's  name  reverse, 

3  Release  our  long  entangled  mind, 

From  all  the  snares  of  ill; 
With  heavenly  light  instruct  the  blind, 
And  all  our  vows  fulfil, 

4  Exert  for  us  a  mother's  care, 

And  us  thy  children  own  ; 
Prevail  with  Him  to  hear  our  prayer, 
Who  chose  to  be  thy  Son. 

5  0  spotless  Maid!  whose  virtues  shine 

With  brightest  purity, 
Each  action  of  our  lives  refine, 
And  make  us  pure  like  thee. 

80-HATL,  MARY. 
1  Hail,  Mary,  Queen  and  Virgin  pure! 

With  every  irrace  replete; 
Hail,  kind  protectress  of  the  poor! 
Pitv  our  ncedv  state. 
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2  0  thou,  who  fillest  the  highest  place, 
Next  heaven's  imperial  throne, 
Obtain  for  us  each  saving  grace, 
And  make  our  wants  thine  own. 

S  How  oft,  when  trouble  tilled  my  breast, 
Or  sin  my  conscience  pained, 
Through  thee  I  sought  for  peace  and  rest, 
Through  tbee  I  peace  obtained. 

4  Then,  hence,  in  all  my  pains  and  cares, 
I'll  seek  for  help  in  thee; 
E'er  trusting,  through  thy  powerful  prayers, 
To  gain  eternity. 

81— HOLY  MARY,  MOTHER  MILD. 

1  Holt  Mary,  mother  mild! 

O!  Sweet  mother! 
Hear,  O  hear  a  feeble  child, 
O !  Sweet  mother ! 

Cho.     O!  exult,  ye  Cherubim! 
And  rejoice,  ye  Seraphim! 
Praise  her!     Praise  her' 
O!  praise  our  spotless  Queen! 

2  Who  on  life's  tempestuous  sea, 

O!  Sweet  Mother! 
Is  cast  alone:  O  succor  me, 
O!  Sweet  Mother. 
Cho. 
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3  Waves  of  sorrow  o'er  me  roll, 

0!  Sweet  Mother! 
Storms  of  passion  shake  my  soul, 
O!  Sweet  Mother! 
Cho. 

4  Dangers  press  on  eveiy  side, 

O!  Sweet  Mother! 
Star  of  ocean  be  my  guide, 
O!  Sweet  Mother! 
Cho. 

5  Brightest  in  the  courts  above! 

O!  Sweet  Mother! 
Joy  of  angels!    Queen  of  love! 
O!  Sweet  Mother! 
Cho. 

6  Comfort  of  the  sorrowing,  hear! 

O!  Sweet  Mother! 
And  grief  and  tears  will  disappear, 
O !  Sweet  Mother ! 
Cho. 

82— BRIGHT  QUEEN  OF  HEAVEN. 

1  Bright  Queen  of  Heaven, 
Virgin  most  fair, 
Mary  most  gentle, 

List  to  our  prayer: 
Mother  protect  us, 
Aid  to  us  bring, 


Bright  Queen  of  Heaven. 

Sweetly  enfold  us 
'Neath  thy  shelf  ring  wing, 

2  Star  of  the  ocean, 

Shedding  soft  light, 
Solace  in  sorrow, 

Rest  'mid  the  night: 
Send,  in  our  slumbers, 

Peace  from  above, 
Shine  on  us  ever, 

Bright  Star  of  Love. 

3  Tho'  night  be  lonely, 

Why  should  we  fear, 
"While  thy  soft  gleaming 

Shineth  so  near; 
Leading  us  gently 

'Mid  darkling  gloom, 
Beck'ning  us  onwards 

To  our  true  home. 

4  Soon  may  the  morrow 

Of  bright  endless  day 
Chase  the  drear  visions 

Of  dark  night  away; 
Waft  our  lone  spirits 

To  Heaven's  bright  shore, 
Where  we  may  love  thee, 

And  rest  evermore. 


84  Month  of  Mary. 

83— MAIDEN  MOTHER. 

Oh,  Maiden  Mother, 
Tender  and  mild, 
O  take  me  for  thy  child! 

And  through  life's  journey, 
O  let  it  be 

My  joy  to  think  of  thee! 

1  When  my  eyes  are  closed  in  sleep, 
Through  the  night  my  slumbers  keep; 
Make  my  latest  thought  to  be 

How  to  love  thy  Sou,  and  thee. 
Oh,  Maiden  Mother,  etc. 

2  Teach  me  when  the  sunbeam  bright 
Calls  me  with  its  golden  light, 
How  my  waking  thoughts  may  be 
Turn'd  to  Jesus  and  to  thee. 

Oh,  Maiden  Mother,  etc. 

3  And  O  teach  me  through  the  day 
Oft  to  raise  my  heart  and  say, 
"Maiden  Mother,  meek  and  mild, 
Guard,  O  guard  thy  humble  child !" 

Oh,  Maiden  Mother,  etc. 

4  Thus,  sweet  mother,  day  and  night 
Thou  shalt  guide  my  steps  aright; 
And  my  dying  words  shall  be, 
"Virgin  Mother,  pray  for  me!" 

Oh,  Maiden  Mother,  etc. 


Month  of  Mary.  8} 

84— THE  SODALISTS'  HYMK 

1  Children  of  Mary,  high  your  voices  raise ! 

Ye  on  whom  she  cast  her  tender  eye; 
Children  of  God,  sing  her  immortal  praise, 
And  all  exalt  her  glory  to  the  sky. 

Children  of  Mary,  high  your  voices  raise ! 
Children  of  God,  sing  her  immortal  praise. 

2  I  see,  ascending  to  her  glorious  throne, 

The  fervent  prayer  of  every  faithful  child, 
Each  heart  erects  an  altar  to  her  name, 
Where  Mary  lives  in  everlasting  fame. 


MONTH  OF  JUNE. 

85— THE  SACRED  HEART. 

i 

1  I  rise  from  dreams  of  time, 

From  the  shadows  of  this  life, 
From  the  tombs  and  places  waste 

From  an  earth  of  sin  and  strife; 
I  rise  from  dreams  of  time, 

And  an  angel  guides  my  feet 
To  Thy  sacred  Altar-throne, 

Whereon  Thy  Heart  doth  beat. 

2  A  lone  lamp  quivers  still, 

And  a  wondrous  silence  reigns, 
Only  with  voice  low  and  mild 

The  Holy  One  complains: 
"Long  have  I  waited  here, 

And  though  thou  heeds't  not  me, 
The  Heart  of  Mary's  Son 

Beats  ever  on  for  thee. " 

3  In  the  womb  of  Maiden  meek, 

In  the  Cradle,  on  the  Tree, 
Heart  of  undying  love, 

It  lived,  loved,  broke  for  me: 
While  around  me  thunders  peal, 

Yet,  as  then,  behold  me  now, 


Anima  Chr'Mi.  87 

By  Thy  pierced  and  wounded  Hands, 
By  Thy  torn  and  bleeding  Brow. 

4  O  voice  of  the  inward  ear! 

CMoiceof  complaining  love! 
O  Thou  who  art  awful  God, 

To  realms  below  and  above! 
Thou  waitest  and  pleadest  here, 

And  canst  not  from  us  part, 
O  veiled  and  wondrous  Son! 

O  love  of  the  Sacred  Heart ! 

86-AN1MA  CHRIST1. 

1  Soul  of  my  Saviour,  sanctify  my  breast, 
Thy  blessed  body  be  my  saving  guest; 
Blood  of  my  Jesus,  bathe  me  in  Thy  tide, 
Wash  mc,  ye  waters,    streaming   from   His 

Side. 

2  Strength  and  protection,  may  His  Passion  be; 
Jesus!  O  hear  my  sighs  and  answer  me; 
Deep  in  Thy  Heart,  Lord,  hide  and  shelter 

me; 
So  shall  I  never,  never  part  from  Thee. 

3  Guard  and  defend  me  from  the  foe  malign, 
In   death's   dread  moments  make  me    only 

Thine; 
Call  me,  and  bid  me  come  to  TLee  on  high, 
Where  I  may  praise  Thee,  reigning  in  the 

sky. 


88  Month  of  June. 

87— THE   TABERNACLE. 

1  I  come  to  thee,  my  Love, 

From  ways  of  grief  a  ad  pain; 
I  come  to  thee,  my  Love, 

Who  here  in  light  dost  reign. 
The  tempest  raves  without, 

The  angry  billoAVS  roll, 
But  here  Thy  peace  is  mine, 

Thou  lover  of  my  soul. 

2  O  touch  me  with  Thy  Hand, 

As  in  the  dust  I  lie; 
0  lift  me  to  Thy  Heart, 

Without  Thee  I  must  die. 
My  soul  is  faint  and  dark; 

I  come  to  Thee  for  rest; 
O  let  me  see  Thy  light, 

And  lie  upon  Thy  Breast. 

3  I  long  when  far  away, 

To  be  with  Thee  again, 
Where  treasures  of  thy  grace 

Fall  like  the  silent  rain. 
O  veiled  aud  hidder  Love, 

O  loviug,  gracious  Lo"d ; 
From  Thee  the  cilver  showers 

Upon  my  heart  are  poured. 

4  The  storm  of  pain  and  grief 

Bends  me  beneath  its  power; 


Holy  Name  of  Jesus.  I 

I  have  no  help  but  Thee 

In  sorrow's  darkest  hour. 
O  help  me  then,  my  Love, 

For  I  am  dark  and  lone; 
And  joy  and  light  are  Thine 

Upon  this  Altar-throne 

88— HOLY  NAME  OF  JESUS. 

1  Jesus!  the  very  thought  of  Thee 

With  sweetness  fills  my  breast; 
But  sweeter  far  Thy  face  to  see, 
And  in  Thy  presence  rest. 

2  Nor  voice  can  sing,  nor  heart  can  frame, 

Nor  can  the  memory  find, 
A  sweet 3i*  sound  than  Thy  blest  name. 
O  Saviour  of  mankind! 

3  0  hope  of  every  contrite  heart, 

O  joy  of  all  the  meek, 
To  those  who  fall  how  kind  thou  art! 
HowT  good  to  those  who  seek! 

4  But  what  to  those  who  find?  ah!  this 

Nor  tongue  nor  pen  can  showT: 
The  love  of  Jesus,  what  it  is, 
None  but  his  lov'd  ones  know. 

5  Jesus!  our  only  joy  be  Thou, 

As  Thou  our  prize  wilt  be : 
Jesus!  be  Thou  our  glory  now, 
And  through  eternity! 


90  Month  of  June. 


89— THE  NAME  OF  JESUS. 

1  Let  every  heart  exulting  beat 

With  joy  at  Jesus'  Name  of  bliss ; 
With  every  pure  delight  replete, 
And  passing  sweet  its  music  is. 
Let  every  heart,  etc. 

2  Jesus  the  comfortless  consoles, 

Jesus  each  sinful  fever  quells, 
Jesus  the  power  of  hell  controls, 
Jesus  each  deadly  foe  repels. 
Let  every  heart,  etc. 

3  O!  speak  His  glorious  Name  abroad! 

Jesus  let  every  tongue  confess; 
Let  every  heart  and  voice  accord 
The  Healer  of  our  souls  to  bless. 
Let  every  heart,  etc. 

4  Jesus,  the  sinner's  Friend,  abide 

With  us,  and  hearken  to  our  prayers: 
Thy  frail  and  erring  wanderers  guide, 
In  mercy  our  transgressions  spare. 
Let  every  heart,  etc. 

5  All  might,  all  glory  be  to  Thee, 

Kefulgent  with  this  Name  Divine; 
All  honor,  worship,  majesty, 
Jesus,  for  evermore  be  Thine. 
Let  every  heart,  etc. 


Month  of  June.  91 

90— THE  LOYE  OF  JESUS 

1  O  the  priceless  love  of  Jesus: 

O  the  strength  of  grace  divine; 
All  His  gifts  arp  showered  upon  me, 

All  His  blessings  may  be  mine. 
He  is  throned  in  Heavenly  glory 

Where  no  sin  nor  death  can  be; 
Yet  He  loves  me  in  this  darkness, 

Yet  He  does  not  turn  from  me. 

2  I  am  blind,  and  poor,  and  wretched, 

By  temptations  sorely  tried, 
Yet  His  watchful  care  abounding 

Keeps  me  ever  at  His  side. 
He  is  God  and  King  Eternal, 

Higher  than  all  height  can  be; 
Yet  His  Heart  is  with  me  always, 

Yet  He  stoopeth  down  to  me. 

3  Storms  of  sorrow  roll  around  me, 

Darkling  clouds  above  me  meet; 
But  I  hasten  to  my  refuge 
At  my  Saviour's  wounded  Feet. 

0  how  lovingly  my  Jesus, 
Thou  dost  with  me  ever  bear; 

1  can  never,  never,  thank  Thee 
For  Thy  goodness  and  Tby  care. 

4  When  the  brooding  darkness  hides  me 

Bitter  tears  of  pain  I  weep ; 


92  Month  of  June. 

But,  Thou  loving  One,  Thou  healest 
All  my  sorrow  dark  and  deep. 

O  Thy  priceless  love,  rny  Jesus: 
Human  love  and  love  divine ; 

Thou  art  gentle,  Thou  art  mighty; 
All  Thy  Sacred  Heart  is  mine. 

91— THE  HEART  OF  JESUS. 

1  O  Sacred  Heart!  with  burning  love 
On  Thee  enraptured  Angels  gaze; 
To  Thee  triumphant  saints  above 
Forever  sing  their  grateful  praise 
Cho.  O  Sacred  Heart !  may  we  adore, 

And  love  Thee  ever  more  and  more. 

2  Thou,  Heart  of  Jesus !  art  the  throne 

Of  mercy — Thou  the  fount  of  grace; 
Our  hope  of  Heaven  from  Thee  alone, 
Sole  refuge  of  our  fallen  race. 

3  O  Lamb  of  God!  meek  victim,  slain 

For  us,  let  not  the  stream  that  flowed 
From  Thy  pierced  Heart  have  flowed  in  vain. 
Oh!  cleanse  us  with  Thy  precious  blood. 

4  God's  Mother!    Virgin  ever  blest ! 

Thy  heart  and  His  are  always  one ; 
Plead  thou  our  cause;  thy  sweet  request 
Is  never  slighted  by  thy  Son. 


Month  of  June.  93 

92— SACRED  HEART. 

1  Close  veiled  in  that  sweet  Sacrament, 

Our  Jesus'  heart,  our  treasure  lies, 
Love's  priceless,  dearest  testament 

Is  shrouded  in  that  mystic  guise; 
Our  Jesus  left  his  realms  of  light, 

On  wings  of  love  to  earth  He's  flown; 
To  dwell  with  us  'tis  His  delight, 

He  makes  our  hearts  His  dearest  throne. 

Solo  and  Chorus. 
O  Sacred  Heart,  how  sweet  'twould  be 

If  we  could  die  for  love  of  Thee. 
O  Sacred  Heart,  how  sweet  'twould  be 

If  we  could  die  for  love  of  Thee. 

2  Love  is  not  loved!  O  angels  weep, 

Ye  virgins  chaste,  breathe  bitter  sighs, 
O  earth,  be  clothed  in  mourning  deep 

Withdraw  your  light,  ye  radiant  skies, 
For  all  our  soul's  dear  Spouse  hath  died, 

For  all  His  heart  with  love  doth  burn, 
Yet  this  meek  Saviour  men  deride, 

And  for  His  love  make  no  return. 
Solo  and  Chorus.— -O  Sacred  Heart,  etc. 

3  That  Heart  for  us  could  do  no  more, 

In  anguish  deep  it  sighed  and  bled, 
A  cruel  spear  pierc'd  through  its  core, 
For  us  His  last  life's  blood  was  shed; 


94  Month  of  June. 

That  spear,  oh,  Jesus!  pierc'd  Thy  heart, 
That  we  within  its  depths  might  flee, 

Oh,  wound  our  own  with  love's  sweet  dart, 
Let  us  expire  for  love  of  Thee. 

Solo  and  Chorus. — 0  Sacred  Heart,  etc. 

93— THE  PRIXCE  OF  PEACE. 

1  To  Christ,  the  Prince  of  Peace, 

And  Son  of  God  most  high, 
The  Father  of  the  world  to  come, 
We  lift  our  joyful  cry. 

2  Deep  in  His  Heart  for  us, 

The  wound  of  love  He  bore, 
That  love  which  still  He  kindles  in 
The  hearts  that  Him  adore. 

3  O  Jesus,  Victim  blest, 

What  else  but  love  divine 
Could  Thee  constrain  to  open  thus 
That  Sacred  Heart  of  Thine? 

4  0  Fount  of  endless  life, 

O  Spring  of  water  clear! 
O  Flame  celestial,  cleansing  all 
Who  unto  Thee  draw  near! 

5  Hide  me  in  Thy  dear  Heart, 

For  thither  do  I  fly; 
Thpre  seek  Thy  grace  through  life,  in  death 
Thine  immortality. 


Month  of  June.  95 

94— JESUS  IS  GOD. 

1  Jesus  is  God !  the  solid  earth, 

The  ocean  broad  and  bright, 
The  countless  stars,  like  golden  dust, 

That  strew  the  skies  at  night, 
The  wheeling  storm,  the  dreadful  fire, 

The  pleasant,  wholesome  air, 
The  summer's  sun,  the  winter's  frost, 

His  own  creations  were. 

2  Jesus  is  God!  the  glorious  bands 

Of  golden  angels  sing 
Songs  of  adoring  praise  to  Him, 

Their  Maker  and  their  King. 
He  was  true  God  in  Bethlehem's  crib, 

On  Calvary's  Cross  true  God, 
He  who  in  Heaven  eternal  reigned, 

In  time  on  earth  abode. 

3  Jesus  is  God !  there  never  was 

A  time  when  He  was  not : 
Boundless,  eternal,  merciful, 

The  Word  the  Sire  begot! 
Backward  our  thoughts  through  ages  stretch 

Onward  through  endless  bliss, — 
For  there  are  two  eternities, 

And  both  alike  are  His! 

4  Jesus  is  God !  let  sorrow  come, 

And  pain,  and  every  ill; 


96  Month  of  June. 

All  are  worth  while,  for  all  are  means 

His  glory  to  fulfil; 
Worth  while  a  thousand  years  of  life 

To  speak  one  little  word, 
If  by  our  Credo  we  might  own 

The  Godhead  of  our  Lord! 

5  Jesus  is  God!  if  on  the  earth 

This  blessed  faith  decays, 
More  tender  must  our  love  become, 

More  plentiful  our  praise. 
We  are  not  angels,  but  we  may 

Down  in  earth's  corners  kneel, 
And  multiply  sweet  acts  of  love, 

And  murmur  what  we  feel. 

95— TO  JESUS'  HEART. 

1  To  Jesus'  Heart,  all  burning 

With  fervent  love  for  men, 
My  heart,  with  fondest  yearning, 
Shall  raise  the  joyful  strain. 
Cho.  While  ages  course  along, 

Blest  be,  with  loudest  song, 

The  sacred  Heart  of  Jesus! 
By  every  heart  and  tongue, 

The  sacred  Heart  of  Jesus! 
By  every  heart  and  tongue. 

2  0  Heart  for  me  on  fire 

With  love  no  man  can  speak, 
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My  yet  untold  desire 
God  gives  me  for  Thy  sake. 

3  Too  true!  I  have  forsak'n 

Thy  flock,  by  wilful  sin, 
Yet  now  let  rne  be  tak'n 
Back  to  Thy  fold  again. 

4  As  Thou  art  meek  and  lowly, 

And  ever  pure  of  heart, 
So  may  my  heart  be  wholly 
Of  Thine  the  counterpart. 

5  "When  life  away  is  flying, 

And  earth's  false  glare  is  done, 
Still,  sacred  Heart!  in  dying 
I'll  say  I'm  all  Thine  own. 

96—0  DEUS!   EGO  AMO  TE. 

1  O  Deus!  ego  amo  Te: 
Nee  amo  Te  ut  salves  me; 
Aut,  quia,  non  amantes  Te: 
iEterno  punis  igne. 

2  Tu— tu— mi  Jesu ;  totum  me 
Amplexus  es  in  cruce, 
Tulisti  clavos — lanceam 
Multamque  ignominiam. 


Month  of  June. 

97—0  COR  AMORIS  VICTIMA. 

O  cor  amoris  victima, 
Caeli  perenne  gaudiuin, 
Mortalium  solatium 
Mortalium  spes  ultima 
Cor  dulce,  O  cor  amabile, 
Amore  nostro  saucium, 
Am  ore  nostro  languidum 
Fac  sis  mini  placabile. 


COMMUNION. 


98— JESUS  IN  THE  BLESSED  SACRAMENT. 

1  My  God,  my  life,  my  love, 

To  Thee,  to  Thee  I  call. 
O  come  to  me  from  heaven  above, 
And  be  my  God,  my  All. 

2  My  faith  beholds  Thee,  Lord! 

Conceal'd  in  human  food; 
My  senses  fail,  but  in  Thy  word 
I  trust,  and  find  my  God. 

3  0  when  wilt  Thou  be  mine, 

Sweet  lover  of  my  soul? 
My  Jesus  dear,  my  King  Divine, 
Come  o'er  my  heart  to  rule. 

4  O!  come  and  fix  Thy  throne, 

Within  my  very  heart, 
O!  make  it  burn  for  Thee  alone, 
And  from  me  ne'er  depart. 

5  Begone  ye,  from  my  mind, 

Vain,  childish,  earthly  toys! 
In  Jesus  only  do  I  find 
True  pleasures,  solid  joys. 


100  Communion. 


99— CORPUS   CHRISTI. 

1  Jesus!  my  Lord,  my  God,  my  all! 

How  can  I  love  Thee  as  I  ought? 
And  how  revere  this  wondrous  gift, 
So  far  surpassing  hope  or  thought? 
Sweet  Sacrament!  we  Thee  adore! 
Oh,  make  us  love  Thee  more  and  more ! 

2  Had  I  but  Mary's  sinless  heart 

To  love  Thee  with,  my  dearest  King! 
Oh,  with  what  bursts  of  fervent  praise 
Thy  goodness,  Jesus,  would  I  sing! 

Sweet  Sacrament!  we  Thee  adore! 

Oh,  make  us  love  Thee' more  and  more! 

?y  Oh,  see!  within  a  creature's  hand 
The  vast  Creator  deigns  to  be, 
Reposing,  infant-like,  as  though 
On  Joseph's  arm,  or  Mary's  knee. 
Bweet  Sacrament!  we  Thee  adore! 
Oh,  make  us  love  Thee  more  and  more! 

I  Thy  Body,  Soul,  and  Godhead,  all! 
O  mystery  of  love  divine! 
I  cannot  compass  all  I  have, 
For  all  Thou  hast  and  art  are  mine ! 
Sweet  Sacrament!  we  Thee  adore! 
Oh,  make  us  love  Thee  more  and  more! 


0  Salutans.  1C1 

100— HOLY    COMMUNION. 

1  jEsrs,  Jesus,  come  to  me, 

O  how  much  I  long  for  Thee! 
Come  Thou,  of  all  friends  the  best, 
Take  possession  of  my  breast. 

2  Comfort  my  poor  soul  distressed, 
Come  and  dwell  within  my  breast; 

0  how  oft  I  sigh  for  Thee, 
Jesus,  Jesus,  come  to  me. 

3  Empty  is  all  worldly  joy, 
Ever  mixed  with  some  alloy; 
Give  me  my  true  Sovereign  Good, 
Jesus,  Thy  own  Flesh  and  Blood. 

4  On  the  Cross  three  hours  for  me, 
Thou  didst  hang  in  agony; 

1  my  heart  to  Thee  resign : 
O  what  rapture  to  be  Thine. 

101— O  SALUTARIS. 

1  O  Salutaris  Hostia, 
Quae  cceli  pandis  ostium: 
Bella  premunt  hostilia, 
Da  robur,  fer  auxilium. 

2  Uni  trinoque  Domino 
Sit  sempiterna  gloria: 
Qui  vitam  sine  termino 
Nobis  donet  in  patria.    Amen. 


102  Communion. 

102— TAXTUM  ERGO. 

1  Tahtom  ergo  Sacramentum 

Yeneremur  cernui  : 
Et  antiquum  documentum 

Novo  cedat  ritni  : 
Prsestet  fides,  supplementum 

Sensuuin  defectui. 

2  Genitori,  Genitoque, 

Laus  et  iubilatio, 
Salus,  honor,  virtus  quoque 

Sit  et  benedictio : 
Procedenti  ab  utroque 

Compar  sit  laudatio. 

103— MY  BELOYED. 

1  I  am  my  Love's,  and  He  is  mine, 

O  earth  attend,  ye  Heavens  hear, 
Your  mighty  Lord,  your  King  divine, 

Is  now  my  bosom's  guest  most  dear. 
Behold!  the  vast  Creator  makes 

His  home  within  His  creature's  breast; 
And  though  His  Throne  He  ne'er  forsakes, 

Tis  in  my  heart  He  loves  to  rest. 

Cho.  My  dearest  Lord,  my  Love,  I'm  Thine( 
And  Thou,  my  Jesus,  art  all  mine; 
My  heart  forever  Thine  shall  be, 
O  keep  it,  Jesus,  all  for  Thee. 
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2  Close  locked  within  His  fond  embrace, 

His  sacred  Heart  reclines  on  mine; 
Its  th robbings  flood  my  sonl  with  grace, 

And  rapturous  love,  and  bliss  divine. 
Lo !  angels  near  me  hover  round, 

From  opening  skies  bright  legions  dart; 
For  Jesus,  their  dear  Kim?,  they've  found 

Within  the  heaven  of  my  heart. 

104— ADORO  TE  DEVOTE. 

1  Adoro  te  devote,  latens  Deitas, 
Quae  sub  his  figuris  vere  latitas, 
Tibi  se  cor  meurn  totum  subjicit, 
Quia  te  contemplans  totum  deficit, 

Ave  Jesu,  Pastor  Fidelium, 

Adauge  fidem  omnium  in  te  credentium. 

2  O  memoriale  mortis  Domini, 
Panis  vivus  vitam  prsestans  homini, 
Praesta  mese  menti  de  te  vivere, 

Et  te  illi  semper  dulce  sapere. 
Ave  Jesu,  etc. 

3  Jesu,  quem  velatum  nunc  aspicio, 
Oro  fiat  illud  quod  tarn  sitio, 

Ut  te  re  vela  ta  cernens  facie, 

Visu  sim  beatus  tuse  glorias. 

Ave  Jesu,  etc. 
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105— VENI,  JESU. 

1  Veni,  Jesu,  Amor  mi. 

Veni,  Amor  Jesu; 
Veni,  Jesu,  Amor  mi! 
Veni,  O  Amor  mi. 

2  Veni,  Jesu,  Amor  mi! 

Veni!  Veni, 
O  Amor  mi. 
Veni,  Amor  mi; 
Veni,  Amor  mi. 

106— THANKSGIVING. 

1  Bright  Angels  who  attend 

Around  our  altar  now, 
Your  wonted  cares  suspend — 
List  to  our  holy  vow. 
Jesus,  my  happy  heart 

Now  gives  itself  to  Thee; 
O  never  hence  depart, 
Reign  here  eternally! 

2  Thy  Sacred  Name  alone 

All  my  delight  shall  prove, 
No  joy  my  soul  shall  own, 
But  in  thy  holy  love. 

3  Through  life  this  holy  vow 

Shall  still  be  breath'd  to  Heav'n, 
And  fervently  as  now, 
My  heart  to  Thee  be  given. 
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107— THE  PRECIOUS  BLOOD. 

1  Hail,  Jesus!  hail!  who,  for  my  sake, 
Sweet  Blood  from  Mary's  veins  didst  take, 

k  And  shed  it  all  for  me; 
O,  blessed  be  my  Saviour's  Blood, 
My  life,  my  light,  my  only  good, 
To  all  eternity. 

2  To  endless  ages  let  us  praise 

The  Precious  Blood  whose  price  could  raise 

The  world  from  wrath  and  sin; 
Whose  streams  our  inward  thirst  appease, 
And  heal  the  sinner's  worst  disease, 
If  he  but  bathe  therein. 

3  O,  sweetest  Blood,  that  can  implore 
Pardon  of  God,  and  heaven  restore, — 

The  heaven  which  sin  had  lost: 
While  Abel's  blood  for  vengeance  plead 
What  Jesus  shed  still  intercedes 

For  those  who  wrong  Him  most. 

4  Ah!  there  is  joy  amid  the  Saints, 
And  hell's  despairing  courage  faints, 

When  this  sweet  song  we  raise: 
O,  louder  then,  and  louder  still, 
Earth  with  one  mighty  chorus  fill, 

The  Precious  Blood  to  praise! 
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108— ADOREMUS  IN  STERNUM. 

Adoremus  in   aeternum   Sanctissimum   Sacra- 

mentum; 
Laudate  Dominum  omnes  gentes,  laudate  eum 

omnes  populi. 
Quoniam  conhrmata  est  super  nos  misericordia 

ejus,  et  Veritas  Domini  manet  in  a?ternum. 
Gloria  Patri,  et  Filio,  et  Bpiritui  Sancto; 
Sicut  erat  in  principio  et  nunc  et  semper  et  in 

saecula  sseculorum.     Amen. 

109— SAYING  HOST. 

1  Saving  Host,  we  fall  before  Thee, 

Trusting  in  our  Saviour's  word: 
Thee  we  own  the  Lord  of  glory, 

Thee  we  own  our  sovereign  Lord, 
While  our  evil  foes  contending 

Threaten  our  eternal  loss; 
Be  with  heavenly  grace  defending, 

And  protect  us  with  Thy  Cross. 

2  From  Thy  Father's  throne  descending, 

Thou  becom'st  our  daily  bread; 
'Midst  celestial  hosts  attending, 

"With  Thy  flesh  our  souls  are  fed. 
Come,  Thou  source  of  every  blessing, 

Warm  our  hearts  with  love  divine, 
Let  Thy  grace,  our  souls  possessing, 

Make  us  be  forever  Thine. 


Ave  Ye  rum.  107 

11C—  TESU,  DULCTS  MEMORIA. 

1  Jesu,  dulcis  meinoria, 
Dans  vera  cordis  gaudia; 
Sed  super  mel,  et  omnia 
Ejus  dulcis  prgesentia, 

Jesu,  Jesu,  dulcis  memoria. 

2  Nil  canitur  suavius, 
Auditur  nil  jucundius, 
Nil  cogitatur  dulcius, 
Quatn  Jesu  Dei  Filius. 

Jesu,  etc. 

3  Jesu,  spes  poenitentibus, 
Quani  pi  us  es  petentibus, 
Quam  bonus  te  qua?rentibus! 
Sed  quid  invenientibus. 

Jesu,  etc. 

Ill— AYE  YEROI. 

1  Aye  verum  Corpus,  natum 

Ex  Maria  Yirgine, 
Yere  passum,  immolatum, 
In  cruce  pro  nomine. 

2  Cujus  latus  perforatum 

Uncla  fluxit  et  sanguine, 
Esto  nobis  prregustatum, 
Mortis  in  examine. 

3  O  clemens,  O  pie, 

O  dulcis  Jesu,  Fili  Mariae. 
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112— THANKSGIVING  AFTER  COMMUNION. 

1  Jesus,  gentlest  Saviour! 

God  of  might  and  power! 
Thou  Thyself  art  dwelling 
In  us  at  this  hour. 

2  Nature  cannot  hold  Thee, 

Heaven  is  all  too  strait 
For  thine  endless  glory 
And  Thy  royal  state. 

3  Out  beyond  the  shining 

Of  the  farthest  star, 
Thou  art  ever  stretching 
Infinitely  far. 

4  Yet  the  hearts  of  children 

Hold  what  worlds  cannot, 
And  the  God  of  wonders 
Loves  the  lowly  spot. 

5  As  men  to  their  gardens 

Go  to  seek  sweet  flowers, 
In  our  hearts  dear  Jesus 
Seeks  them  at  all  hours. 

6  Jesu.*,  gentlest  Saviour! 

Thou  art  in  us  now; 
Fill  us  full  of  goodness, 
Till  our  hearts  o'erflow. 
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7  Pray  the  prayer  within  us, 

That  to  heaven  shall  rise; 
Sing  the  song  that  angels 
Sing  above  the  skies. 

8  Multiply  our  graces, 

Chiefly  love  and  fear, 
And,  dear  Lord,  the  chief  est — 
Grace  to  persevere 


113— ACTS  OF  FAITH,  DESIRE,  Etc. 

1  In  this  Sacrament,  sweet  Jesus! 

Thou  dost  give  Thy  flesh  and  blood,# 
With  Thy  soul  and  Godhead,  also. 
As  our  own  most  precious  food. 

2  Yes,  dear  Jesus,  I  believe  it, 

And  Thy  presence  I  adore, 
And  with  all  my  heart  I  love  Thee, 
May  I  love  Thee  more  and  more. 

3  Come,  sweet  Jesus,  in  thy  mercy, 

Give  thy  flesh  and  blood  to  me; 
Come  to  me,  O  dearest  Jesus, 
Come,  my  soul's  true  life  to  bfc 

4  Come,  that  1  may  live  forever, 

Thou  in  me  and  I  in  Thee; 
Living  thus,  I  shall  not  perish, 
But  shall  live  eternally. 
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114— JESUS,  SAVIOUR  OF  MY  SOUL. 

1  Jesus,  Saviour  of  my  soul, 

Let  me  to  Thy  refuge  fly, 
While  the  nearer  waters  roll, 

While  the  tempest  still  is  nigh; 
Hide  me,  O  my  Saviour,  hide, 

Till  the  storm  of  life  is  past: 
Safe  into  Thy  haven  guide, 
O  receive  my  soul  at  last. 

2  Other  refuge  have  I  none; 

Hangs  my  helpless  soul  on  Thee, 
Leave,  ah,  leave  me  not  alone, 

Still  support  and  comfort  me: 
All  my  trust  on  Thee  is  stayed, 

All  my  help  from  Thee  I  bring; 
Cover  my  defenceless  Leal 

With  the  shadow  of  Thy  wing. 

115— JESU,  DEUS  MAGNE. 

O  Jesu!  Deus,  DeusMagne! 
Pastor  bone!  dulcis  Agne! 
O  Jesu!  Jesu  mi! 
O  Jesu,  O  Pastor, 
O  Panis,  O  Manna, 
O  Jesu,  Jesu  mi, 

O  Potestas! 
Quid  non  praestas, 
Quid  non  praestas  hominir 
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116— PRAYEE  TO  JESUS  IN  THE  BLESSED 
SACRAMENT. 

1  O  Jesu  Christ,  remember, 

When  Thou  shalt  come  again, 
Upon  the  clouds  of  heaven, 
With  all  Thy  shining  train ; 

2  When  every  eye  shall  see  Thee 

In  Deity  revealed, 
Who  now  upon  this  altar 
In  silence  art  concealed; — 

3  Remember  then,  O  Saviour, 

I  supplicate  of  Thee, 
That  here  I  bowed  before  Thee 
Upon  my  bended  knee; 

4  That  here  I  owned  Thy  presence, 

And  did  not  Thee  deny; 
And  glorified  Thy  greatness, 
Though  hid  from  human  eye. 

5  Accept,  divine  Redeemer, 

The  homage  of  my  praise; 
Be  Thou  the  light,  and  honor, 
And  glory  of  my  days. 

6  Be  Thou  my  consolation 

When  death  is  drawing  nigh: 
Be  Thou  my  only  Treasure, 
Through  all  eternity. 
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117— HYMN  FOR  COMMUNION. 

BY   REV.    G>.    F.    HASKINS. 

1  As  PANTS  the  bart  for  cooling  springs, 

Among  the  rocks  and  barren  sands, 
So  doth  my  soul,  O  King  of  Kings, 
Long  for  refreshment  at  Thy  hands. 

2  My  soul,  O  God,  doth  thirst  for  Thee, 

For  Thee,  the  source  of  every  grace; 
O,  when  shall  I  Thy  beauty  see! 
When  shall  I  see  Thee  face  to  face! 

3  My  tears  have  flowed  by  day  and  night, 

When  I  have  felt  thy  chastening  rod; 
But  wicked  men  enjoyed  the  sight, 
And,    mocking,    asked,  Where's  now   thy 
God? 

4  Where  art  Thou,  Lord,  my  life,  my  all? 

Thou  art  above,  around,  within; 
Whate'er  betides,  on  Thee  I'll  call, 
To  save  me,  and  to  pardon  sin. 

5  Joy!  then,  and  endless  jubilee! 

Divine  reward  of  faith  and  love; 
I  hear  the  strains  of  harmony 
From  the  Triumphant  Church  above. 

6  Why,  then,  my  soul,  art  thou  depressed? 

God  is  thy  drink,  and  He  thy  food;— 
Bequeathed  to  thee— His  last  bequest— 
His  Body  and  His  precious  Blood. 
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7  Trust,  then,  in  Him;  for  He  is  good, — 
He  gives  what  He  alone  can  give; 
He  gives  Himself  to  be  thy  food, 
That  thou  with  Him  may'st  ever  live. 

118— JESUS,  SWEET  JESUS. 

1  Jesus,  sweet  Jesus,  my  treasure  divine, 

O  with  what  rapture  I  call  Thee  all  mine; 
Brilliant,  celestial,  my  glory,  my  sun, 
0  that  I  lov  d  Thee,  Thou  beautiful  one. 

2  Fountain  of  sweetness,  abyss  of  delight, 
Rob'd  in  Thy  splendor,  immortal  and  bright, 
Thou  God  of  my  heart,  O  when  shall  I  flee 
Away  from  my  prison  to  love  only  Thee? 

3  Jesus,  my  Jesus,  so  priceless  in  worth, 
Joy  of  the  angels,  and  hope  of  the  earth, 
Strong  are   the  links  and  the  bonds  which 

confine 
My  heart  and  my   soul  to  Thee,  Jesus  all 
mine. 

119— HYMX  FOR  THE  ELEVATIOK 

Christ  has  descended,  angels  on  high, 
Softly  breathe  o'er  us,  Jesus  is  nigh! 
The  cherub,  the  seraph,  in  awe  lowly  bends, 
"While  Jesns,    the   King   of    the  Heaveus,   de- 
scends. 
Cho.  Jesus,  sweet  Jesus!  Mary's  own  Son, 
We  love  and  adore  Thee,  Thou  beau- 
tiful One ! 
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120— WELCOMED  WITH  JOY. 

1  Welcomed  with  joy  be   our  hallowed  so- 

lemnity, 

Full  be  the  praise  from  the  heart  that  re- 
joices, 
Past  be  the  old,  and  renew'd  be  our  energies,  L 

Feelings,  endeavors,  and  voices. 

2  For  we  that  last  holy  Supper  commemorate, 

When  the  Messiah,  in  Writ  as  recorded, 
Gave  to  His  brethren  the  Lamb  and  unleav- 
ened, 
Erst  to  the  Fathers  awarded. 

3  After  the  Feast  and  the  Lamb  emblematical,  I 

Gave    He  Himself,  whom    the    rite   was, 
foreshowing, 
Thus  their  Lord's  Body,  to  each  and  to  every, 
On  His  Apostles  bestowing. 

4  Gave  He  the  Body,  support  to  their  feeble-' 

ness; 

Gave  He  the  Cup,  too,  their  sorrow  reliev- 
ing; 

Saying:    "Drink  all  of    the  Blood   of  Myi 
Covenant, 

That  which  I  give  you  receiving." 

5  Thus  He  established  the  life-giving  Sacrifice;! 

Thus  to  the  Priesthood  its  office  assigned, 
That  they  partake,  and  to  others  administer, r 
Meetly  what  He  had  designed. 
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6  Nourished  is  man  by  a  bread  all  angelical, 

Types  find  an  end  in  this  banquet  from 
Heaven ; 
"While  to  the  slave,  in  his  lowness  and  misery, 
Jesus,  His  Master,  is  giv'n! 

7  Thee,  then,  O  One,  yet  revealed  in  Trinity, 

Humbly  we  pray,  as  our  anthem  is  swell- 
ing, 
Visit  and  guide  thro'  Thy  path,  in  his  pil- 
grimage, 
Man  to  the  light  of  Thy  dwelling!    Amen. 

121— GRACES  FROM  MY  JESUS  FLOWING. 

1  Graces  from  my  Jesus  flowing, 
Set  the  faithful  breast  on  fire; 
Make  the  soul  with  raptures  glowing, 
Nought  but  heavenly  bliss  desire. 

Cho.  Vain  she  thinks  all  transient  joys, 
For  eternal  peace  she  sighs; 
Nought  can  then  disturb  her  rest, 
With  her  God  supremely  blest. 

I  Here  she  may,  from  care  retiring, 
Find  a  sweet  and  healing  balm; 
All  celestial  love  inspiring, 
Shed  around  a  heavenly  calm. 
Vain  she  thinks,  etc. 

)  Here  with  purest  love  remaining, 
Jesus  answers  every  prayer, 
With  His  help  the  soul  sustaining, 
Makes  her  every  blessing  share. 
Vain  she  thinks,  etc. 
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122— MAGNIFICAT. 

Magnificat:  anima  raea  Dominum. 

Et  exaltavit  spiritus  meus :  in  Deo  salutari  meo. 

Quia  respexit  humilitatem  ancillaa  suae:  ecce 
enini  ex  hoc  beatam  me  dicent  omnes  gen- 
erationes. 

Quia  fecit  mi  hi  magna  qui  potens  est:  et  sanc- 
tum nomen  ejus. 

Et  misericordia  ejus  a  progenie  in  progenies: 
timennbus  eum. 

Fecit  potentiam  in  brachio  suo:  dispersit  super- 
bos  mente  cordis  sui. 

Deposuit  potentes  de  sede:  et  exaltavit  humiles. 

Esurientes  implevit  bonis:  et  divites  dimisit 
inanes. 

Suscepit  Israel  puerum  suum:  recordatus  miseri- 
cord iae  sua?. 

Sicut  locutus  est  ad  patres  nostros:  Abraham, 
et  semini  ejus  in  ssecula. 

Gloria  Patri  et  Filio  et  Spiritui  Sancto; 

Sicut  erat  in  principio  et  nunc  et  semper  et  in 
ssecula  sseculorum.     Amen. 

116 


Miscellaneous.  117 


123— DEAR  GUARDIAN  OF  MARY. 

1  Dear  guardian  of  Mary!  dear  nurse  of  her 

child! 
Life's  ways  are  full  weary,  tne  desert  is  wild; 
Bleak  sands  are  all  round  us,  no  home  can  we 

see; 
Sweet  Spouse  of  our  Lady!  we  lean  upon 

thee. 

2  For  thou  to  the  pilgrim  art  father  and  guide, 
And  Jesus  and  Mary  felt  safe  by  thy  side; 
Ah!   blessed  St,  Joseph,  how  safe  should  I 

be, 
Sweet   Spouse  of  our  Lady!   if  thou  wert 
with  me. 

3  O  blessed  St.    Joseph!    how  great  was  thy 

worth, 
The  one  chosen  shadow  of  God  upon  earth, 
The  father  of  Jesus — ah!  then  wilt  thou  be, 
Sweet  Spouse  of  our  Lady!  a  father  to  me. 

4  God  chose  thee  for  Jesus  and  Mary — wilt 

thou 
Forgive  a  poor  exile  for  choosing  thee  now? 
There's  no  saint  in  heaven,  St.  Joseph,  like 

thee, 
Sweet  Spouse  of  our  Lady!  0  deign  to  love 

me! 
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124— TE  DEUM. 
Te  Deum  laudamus:  teDominum  confltemur. 
Te  sternum  Patrem:  omnis  terra  reneratur. 
Tibi  omnes  angeli:  tibi  cceli  et  universal  potes- 

tates; 
Tibi  cherubim   et   seraphim:   incessabili  voce 

proclamant; 
Sanctus,    Sanctus,    Sanctus  :    Dominus    Deus 

Sabaoth. 
Pleni  sunt  cceli  et  terra:  majestatis  glorias  tuse. 
Te  gloriosus:  Apostolorum  chorus, 
Te  Prophetarum:  laudabilis  niimerus. 
Te  Jlartyrum  candidatus:  laudat  exercitus. 
Te  per  orbem  terrarum;  sancta  confitetur  Ec- 

clesia. 
Patrem:  immensee  majestatis. 
Yenerandum  tuum  verum:  et  linicum  Filium. 
Sanctum  quoque:  Paraclitum  Spiritum. 
Tu  Rex:  gloria  Christe. 
Tu  Patris:  sempiternus  es  Filius. 
Tu  ad  liberandum  suscepturus  hominem:  non 

horruisti  Virginia  uterum. 
Tu  devicto  mortis  aciileo;  aperuisti  credentibus 

regna  ccelorum. 
Tu  ad  dexteram  Dei  sedes:  in  gloria  Patris. 
Judex  crederis:  esse  ventiirus. 
Te  ergo  quresumus,  tuis  famuli s  subveni:  quos 

pretioso  sanguine  redemisti. 
sterna  fac  cum  Sanctis  tuis:  in  gloria  numer- 
ari. 
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Salvum  fac  populum  tuum,  Domine:  et  benedic 

hgereditati  tuse. 
Et  rege  eos :  et  extolle  illos  usque  in  seternum. 
Per  singulos  dies ;  benedicimus  te. 
Et  laudamus  nomen  tuum  in  saeculum:  et  in 

sseculum  saeculi. 
Dignare,  Domine,    die   isto:  sine  peccato  nos 

custodire. 
Miserere  nostri,  Domine:   miserere  nostri. 
Fiat    misericordia    tua,    Domine,     super  nos: 

quemadmodum  speravimus  in  te. 
In    te,   Domine,   speravi:    non    confundar    in 

aeternum. 

125— THE   GOOD   SHEPHERD. 

1  Come,  wand'ring  sheep,  O  come, 

I'll  bind  thee  to  my  breast, 
I'll  bear  thee  to  thy  home 
And  lay  thee  down  to  rest. 

2  I  saw  thee  stray  forlorn, 

And  heard  thee  faintly  cry, 
And  on  the  tree  of  scorn 
For  thee  I  deigned  to  die. 

3  I  shield  thee  from  alarms, 

And  wilt  thou  not  be  blest? 
I  bear  thee  in  My  arms, 
Thou  bear  Me  in  thy  breast. 
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126— ST.  PATRICK. 

1  All  praise  to  St.  Patrick,  who  brought  to 

our  mountains 
The  gift  of  God's  faith,  the  sweet  light  of 
His  love! 
All  praise  to  the  Shepherd  who  showed  us 
the  fountains 
That  rise  in  the  heart  of  the  Saviour  above! 
For  hundreds  of  years, 
In  smiles  and  in  tears, 
Our  Saint  hath  been  with  us,  our  shield  and 
our  stay ! 

All  else  may  have  gone — 
St.  Patrick  alone — 
He  hath  been  to  us  light,  when  earth's  lights    ' 
were  all  set, 
For  the  glories  of  faith  they  can  never 
decay, 
And  the  best  of  our  glories  is  bright  with  us   ! 

yet, 

In  the  faith  and  the  feast  of  St.  Patrick's 
day. 

i 

2  There  is  not  a  Saint  in  the  bright  courts  of  j 

Heaven, 
More  faithful  than  he  to  the  land  of  his  j 
choice, 
O  well    may  the  nation  to  whom  he  was 
given, 
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In  the  feast  of  their  sire  and  apostle  re- 
joice. 

In  glory  above, 
True  to  his  love, 
He  keeps  the  false  faith  from  his  children 
away, 

The  dark  false  faith — 
Far  worse  than  death — 
Oh,  he  drives  it  far  off  from  the  green  sunny 
shore, 
Like  the  reptiles  which  fled  from  his  curse 
in  dismay, 
And  Erin  when   Error's  proud   triumph  is 
o'er, 
Will  still  be  found  keeping  St.  Patrick's 


3  Then  what  shall  we  do  for  the  heaven-sent 
father ; 
What  shall  the  proof  of  our  loyalty  be? 
By  all  that  is  dear  to  our  hearts,  we  would 
rather 
Be  martyred,  sweet  Saint,  than  bring  shame 
upon  thee! 

But  oh,  he  will  take 
The  promise  we  make, 
So  to  live  that  our  lives,  by  God's  help,  may 
display 

The  light  that  he  bore 
To  Erin's  shore. 
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Yes!  Father  of  Ireland!  no  child  wilt  thou 
own 
"Whose  life  is  not  lighted  by  grace  on  its 
way;. 
For  they  are  true  Irish,  ah,  yes,  they  alone, 
Whose  hearts  are  all  true  on  St.  Patrick's 
day. 

127— EVENING  HYMK 

1  Sweet  Saviour,  bless  us  ere  we  go; 

Thy  word  into  our  minds  instill; 
And  make  our  lukewarm  hearts  to  glow 

With  lowly  love  and  fervent  will. 
Through  life's  long  day  and  death's  dark  night, 
O  gentle  Jesus,  be  our  light. 

2  The  day  is  done,  its  hours  have  run, 

And  Thou  hast  taken  count  of  all, — 
The  scanty  triumphs  grace  has  won, 
The  broken  vow,  the  frequent  fall. 
Through  life's  long  day,  etc. 

3  Grant  us,  dear  Lord,  from  evil  ways 

True  absolution  and  release ; 
And  bless  us  more  than  in  past  days 
With  purity  and  inward  peace. 
Through  life's  long  day,  etc. 

4  Do  more-than  pardon:  give  us  joy, 

Sweel  fear  and  sober  liberty, 
And  simple  hearts  without  alloy, 
That  only  long  to  be  like  Thee. 
Through  life's  long  day,  etc. 
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128— THE  SOLDIERS  OF  CHRIST, 

I  Hark!   the  sound   of    the  fight  hath   gone 
forth, 
And  we  must  not  tarry  at  home; 
For  our  Lord  from  the  South  and  the  North 

Has  commanded  His  soldiers  to  come. 
We  must  on  with  our  banner  unfurl'd; 

We  must  on,  'tis  Jesus  who  leads ; 
We  must  hasten  to  conquer  the  world, 
With  the  sign  of  the  Lamb  who  bleeds. 

I  We  must  stand  to  our  colors  like  men; 

Our  Lord  is  a  Leader  to  love; 
For  the  wounded  He  heals,  and  the  slain 

He  crowns  in  His  city  above. 
We  must  march  to  the  battle  with  speed : 

Upon  earth  our  one  duty  is  strife: 
O  how  blest  are  the  soldiers  who  bleed 

For  the  Saviour  who  died  to  give  life. 

There  is  Jesus  in  Heaven  above, 

There  is  Jesus  on  earth  below; 
And  His  the  one  Standard  we  love — 

And  His  the  one  watchword  we  know — 
Let  us  sing  the  new  soug  of  the  Lamb — 

Let  us  sing  round  our  Banner  so  brave. 
Let  us  sing  of  that  beautiful  Blood 

Which  was  shed  to  redeem  and  to  save. 
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129-JERUSALEM  THE  GOLDEK 

1  Jerusalem  the  golden! 

With  milk  and  honey  blest, 
Beneath  thy  contemplation 

Sink  heart  and  voice  oppress'd: 
I  know  not — O,  I  know  not 

What  joys  await  us  there; 
What  radiancy  of  glory, 

What  bliss  beyond  compare. 

2  They  stand,  those  halls  of  Sion, 

All  jubilant  with  song, 
And  bright  with  many  an  Angel, 

And  all  the  Martyr  Throng: 
The  Prince  is  ever  in  them, 

His  light  is  always  seen ; 
The  pastures  of  the  blessed 

Are  deck'd  in  glorious  sheen. 

3  There  is  the  Throne  of  David, 

And  bliss  without  alloy, 
The  shout  of  them  that  triumph, 

The  song  of  festal  joy; 
And  they  who  with  their  Leader 

Have  conquer'd  in  the  fight 
Forever  and  forever 

Are  dress'd  in  robes  of  white. 

4  O  sweet  and  blessed  country, 

The  home  of  God's  elect ! 
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O  sweet  and  blessed  country, 

That  eager  hearts  expect! 
Jesu,  in  mercy  bring  us 

To  that  dear  land  of  rest ; 
Who  art,  with  God  the  Father, 

And  Spirit,  ever  blest.  j 

130-ST.  AGNES. 

1  Oh,  holy  martyr — spotless  dove, 

With  joy  we  celebrate  thy  day; 
Thou  dwellest  now  in  bliss  above, 
Where  tyrants  o'er  thee  have  no  sway. 

Sweet  Agnes,  pure,  angelic  child, 
Sweet  Agnes,  pray  for  us. 

2  Thy  cruel  sufferings  all  are  past, 

A  crown  of  glory  decks  thy  brow; 
Celestial  light  is  round  thee  cast, 
And  God  is  thine  forever  now. 

3  Oh  pray  that  we  may  ever  seek 

To  be  as  free  as  thou  from  slain; 

As  constant,  fervent,  pure  and  meek, 

Regardless  of  earth's  fleeting  pain. 

4  And,  holy  saint,  be  this  our  prayer, 

That  prizing  not  the  world's  renown, 
Through  trials  it  may  be  our  care, 
To  strive  but  for  a  heavenly  crown. 
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131— ST.  ALOYSIUS. 

1  The  youth  who  wealth  and  courts  despised, 

His  spotless  mind  above  to  raise. 
Who  every  rising  thought  chastised, 
'Tis  Aloysius  claims  our  lays. 

Amiable  and  angelic  youth, 
Aloysius,  pray  for  us. 

2  His  infant  words,  the  first  he  frames, 

He  utters  with  a  trembling  voice; 
Jesus  and  Mary,  hallowed  names, 
Dwell  on  his  lips,  and  speak  his  choice. 

3  Delighting  in  the  Lord  alone, 

All  earthly  pleasures  he  forsakes, 

And  ere  yet  half  to  manhood  grown, 

His  virgin  vows  to  Mary  makes. 

132— CHRISTIANS,  TO  THE  WAR. 

1  Christians,  to  the  war!  gather  from  afar; 

Hark!  hark!  the  word  is  given; 
Jesus  bids  us  fight  "  for  God  and  the  right," 
And  for  Mary,  the  Queen  of  Heaven. 

2  Now  first  for  thee,  thou  wicked  world, 

PufFd  up  with  godless  pomp  and  pageant, 
Avenging  grace  to  humble  thee 
Can  make  the  weakest  arm  its  agent. 
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3  And  thou,  dark  fiend,  six  thousand  years 

The  Bride  of  Christ  in  vain  tormenting, 
Shall  find  our  hate  and  scorn  of  thee 
Deep  as  thine  own,  and  unrelenting. 

4  Ah,  self!  so  oft  forgiven,  thou 

Canst  play  no  part  but  that  of  traitor; 
We  spare  thy  life,  but  thou  must  bear 
The  felon's  brand,  the  captive's  fetter. 

5  But  worse  than  devil,  flesh,  or  world, 

Human  respect  like  poison  creeping, 
Chills  and  unnerves  the  host  of  Christ, 
When  weary  war-worn  hearts  are  sleeping. 

133— CHILDREN  OF  THE  HEAVENLY  KING. 

1  Children  of  the  Heavenly  King, 
As  we  journey  let  us  sing; 

Sing  our  Saviour's  worthy  praise, 
Glorious  in  His  works  and  ways. 

2  We  are  travelling  home  to  God, 
In  the  way  the  Fathers  trod ; 
They  are  happy  now,  and  we 
Soon  their  happiness  shall  see. 

3  Lord,  obediently  we  go, 
Gladly  leaving  all  below; 
Only  Thou  our  leader  be, 
We  will  ever  follow  Thee. 
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134— FAITH  OF  OUR  FATHERS. 

1  Faith  of  our  fathers,  living  still, 

In  spite  of  dungeon,  fire,  and  sword; 
O,  how  our  hearts  heat  high  with  joy 

"When'er  we  hear  that  glorious  word! 
Faith  of  our  fathers,  holy  Faith, 
We  will  be  true  to  thee  till  death. 

2  Our  fathers  chain'd  in  prisons  dark 

Were  still  in  heart  and  conscience  free; 
How  sweet  would  be  their  children's  fate, 
If  they,  like  them,  could  die  for  thee! 

3  Faith  of  our  fathers;  Mary's  prayers 

Shall  win  our  country  all  to  thee; 
And  through  the  truth  that  comes  from  God, 
O,  then  indeed  we  shall  be  free. 

4  Faith  of  our  fathers,  we  will  love 

Both  friend  and  foe  in  all  our  strife, 
And  preach  thee,  too,  as  love  knows  how, 
By  kindly  words  and  virtuous  life. 

135— HOLY   GOD. 

1  Holy  God,  we  praise  Thy  Name! 
Lord  of  all,  we  bow  before  Thee! 
All  on  earth  Thy  sceptre  claim, 
All  in  Heaven  above  adore  Thee; 
Infinite  Thy  vast  domain, 
Everlasting  is  Thy  reign. 
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2  Hark,  the  loud  celestial  hymn! 

Angel  choirs  above  are  raising; 
Cherubim  and  seraphim, 
In  unceasing  chorus  praising, 
Fill  the  Heavens  with  sweet  accord; 
Holy,  holy,  holy  Lord ! 

3  Spare  Thy  people,  Lord,  we  pray, 

By  a  thousand  snares  surrounded; 
Keep  us  without  sin  to-day, 
Never  let  us  be  confounded: 

Lo!  I  put  my  trust  in  Thee, 

Never,  Lord,  abandon  me. 

136— FADING,  STILL  FADING. 

1  Fading,  still  fading,  the  last  beam  is  shining, 
Ave  Maria!  day  is  declining; 

Safety  and  innocence  fly  with  the  light, 
Temptation  and  danger  walk  forth  in  the 

night; 
From  the  fall   of  the  shade  till  the  matin 

shall  chime, 
Shield  us  from  danger  and  save  us  from  crime. 
Ave  Maria,  audi  nos! 

2  Ave  Maria,  0  hear  when  we  call! 
Mother  of  Him  who  is  Saviour  of  all! 
Feeble  and  fearing,  we  trust  in  thy  might; 
In  doubting  and  darkness,  thy  love  be  our 

light;   " 
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Let  us  sleep  on  thy  breast  while  the  night 

taper  burns, 
And  wake  in  thine  arms  when  the  morning 

returns. 

Ave  Maria,  audi  nos! 

137— ST.  IGNATIUS. 

1  Ye  angels  now  be  glad, 
And  thou  exult,  O  earth! 
Loyola's  happy  shade, 
Kejoice  at  thy  Saint's  birth. 
Loyola's  sod,  all  hail, 

By  angels  crowned  above, 
Ignatius,  father  dear, 
Accept  thy  children's  love, 

%  On  Pampeiuna's  walls 
The  leader  of  the  band, 
Behold  our  youthful  Saint 
Defend  his  native  land. 

3  Stretched  on  a  bed  of  pain, 

Christ's  holy  life  he  reads, 
While  for  his  misspent  youth 
His  heart  now  sorely  bleeds. 

4  Begone,  0  sinful  world, 

"  I'll  never  serve  thee  more," 
He  cries  ' '  I'll  bear  the  cross, 
Which  Jesus  for  me  bore." 
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13b — HYMN  OF  THE  CONFRATERNITY   OF   THE 
HOLY  FAMILY. 

1  Happy  we  who  thus  united 

Join  in  cheerful  melody, 
Praising  Jesus,  Mary,  Joseph, 
In  the  "  Holy  Family." 

Jesus,  Mary,  Joseph,  help  us, 

That  we  ever  true  may  be 
To  the  promises  that  bind  us 
To  the  "Holy  Family." 

2  Jesus,  whose  Almighty  bidding 

All  created  things  fulfil, 
Lives  on  earth  in  meek  subjection 
To  his  earthly  parents'  wTill. 

Sweetest  Infant!  make  us  patient, 

And  obedient  for  Thy  sake; 
Teach  us  to  be  chaste  and  gentle, 
All  our  stormy  passions  break. 

3  Mary!  thou  alone  wert  chosen 

To  be  Mother  of  thy  Lord: 
Thou  didst  guide  the  early  footsteps 
Of  the  great  Incarnate  Word. 

Dearest  Mother!  make  us  humble, 

For  thy  Son  will  take  His  rest 
In  the  poor  and  lowly  dwelling 
Of  a  humble  sinner's  breast. 

4  Joseph!  thou  wert  called  the  Father 

Of  thy  Maker  and  thy  Lord, 
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Thine  it  was  to  save  thy  Saviour 
From  the  cruel  Herod's  sword. 
Suffer  us  to  call  thee  Father, 
Show  to  us  a  father's  love; 
Lead  us  safe  through  every  danger 
Till  we  meet  in  heaven  above. 

139— ARM  FOR  DEADLY  FIGHT. 

Arm  for  deadly  light, 

Earth  and  hell  unite, 
And  swear  in  lasting  bonds  to  bind  us. 

Raise  the  Cross  on  high. 

Jesus  is  our  cry. 
With  Jesus  still  the  foe  shall  find  us. 

1  The  accursed  crew  have  lost  their  treasure, 
That  heavenly  bliss  that  knows  no  measure, 
And  reckless  now,  with  envy  burning, 
Their  fury  on  our  souls  are  turning. 
Arm  for  deadly  fight,  etc. 

'?  Thrice  happy  he  who  heavenward  turning. 
Prays  while  he  fights  with  ardor  burning. 
Begs  aid  from  those  who  here  have  striven, 
And  succor  from  the  Queen  of  Heaven. 
Arm  for  deadly  fight,  etc. 

3  Though  crafty  is  the  foe's  contriving, 
And  ruthless  his  relentless  striving, 
On  God,  our  hope,  our  strength  relying, 
"We'll  pledge  to  heaven  our  faith  undying. 
Arm  for  deadly  fight,  etc. 
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140— HEAVEN  IS  THE  PRIZE. 
1  Yes,  Heaven  is  the  prize 

My  soul  shall  strive  to  gain; 
One  glimpse  of  Paradise 

Repays  a  life  of  pain. 

Tis  Heaven;  'tis  Heaven;  yes, 
Heaven  is  the  prize ! 

'Tis  Heaven;  'tis  Heaven;  yes, 
Heaven  is  the  prize ! 

8  Yes,  Heaven  is  the  prize! 
My  soul,  oh!  think  of  this: 
All  earthly  goods  despise 
For  such  a  crown  of  bliss. 
'Tis  Heaven,  etc. 

S  Yes,  Heaven  is  the  prize! 

When  sorrows  press  around, 
Look  up  beyond  the  skies, 
Where  hope  and  strength  are  found. 
'Tis  Heaven,  etc. 

4  Yes,  Heaven  is  the  prize! 

Oh!  'tis  not  hard  to  gain. 
He  surely  wins  who  tries ; 
For  hope  can  conquer  pain. 
'Tis  Heaven,  etc. 

5  Yes,  Heaven  is  the  prize! 

The  strife  will  soon  be  past; 
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Faint  not,  but  raise  your  eyes, 
And  struggle  to  the  last. 

6  Yes,  Heaven  is  the  prize! 

Faith  shows  the  crown  to  gain; 
Hope  lights  the  way  and  dies; 
But  Love  will  always  reign. 
Tis  Heaven,  etc. 

7  Yes,  Heaven  is  the  prize! 

Too  much  cannot  be  given; 
And  he  alone  is  wise 
Who  gives  up  all  for  Heaven. 
'Tis  Heaven,  etc. 

8  Yes,  Heaven  is  the  prize ! 

Death  opens  wide  the  door, 
And  then  the  spirit  flies 
To  God  for  evermore. 
Tis  Heaven,  etc. 

141— JERUSALEM,  MY  HAPPY  HOME. 

1  Jerusalem,  my  happy  home, 
How  do  I  sigh  for  thee! 
When  shall  my  exile  have  an  end, 
Thy  joys  when  shall  I  see? 

Jerusalem,  Jerusalem, 

Jerusalem,  my  happy  home, 
How  do  1  sigh  for  thee ! 
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2  No  sun,  no  moon,  in  borrowed  light 

Revolves  thine  hours  away; 
The  Lamb  on  Calvary's  mountain  slain 
Is  thy  eternal  day. 

Jerusalem,  Jerusalem,  etc. 

3  From  every  eye  He  wipes  the  tear, 

All  sighs  and  sorrow  cease; 
No  more  alternate  hope  and  fear, 
But  everlasting  peace. 

Jerusalem,  Jerusalem,  etc. 

4  The  thought  of  thee  to  us  is  given, 

Our  sorrows  to  beguile, 
To  anticipate  the  bliss  of  Heaven, 
In  His  eternal  smile. 

Jerusalem,  Jerusalem,  etc. 

142— ST.  JOSEPH. 

1  Holy  Patron !  thee  saluting, 

Here  we  meet  with  hearts  sincere. 
Blest  St.  Joseph,  all  uniting, 
Call  on  thee,  to  hear  our  prayer. 
Happy  saint,  in  bliss  adoring 
Jesus,  Saviour  of  mankind, 
Hear  thy  children  thee  imploring, 
May  we  thy  protection  find. 

2  Worldly  dangers  for  them  fearing, 

Youthful  hearts  to  thee  we  bring, 
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Grant,  in  virtue  persevering, 
Vice  may  ne'er  their  bosom  sting. 
Happy  saint,  etc. 

3  Thou,  who  faithfully  attended 

Him  whom  heaven  and  earth  adore; 
V>'ho,  with  pious  care  defended 
Mary,  Virgin  ever  pure. 
Happy  saint,  etc. 

4  Through  this  life,  O  watch  around  us, 

Fill  with  love  our  every  breath, 
And  when  parting  fear  surrounds  us, 
Guide  us  through  the  toils  of  death. 
Happy  saint,  etc. 

143— HYMN  OF  ST.  IGNATIUS. 

1  I  love  Thee,  0  Thou  Lord  most  high, 

Because  Thou  first  hast  loved  me; 
I  seek   no   other   liberty 

But  that  of  being  bound  to  Thee. 
May  memory  no  thought  suggest, 

But  shall  to  Thy  pure  glory  tend ; 
My  understanding  find  no  rest, 

Except  in  Thee,  its  only  end. 

2  My  God!  I  here  protest  to  Thee 

No  other  will  have  I  than  Thine, 
Whatever  Thou  hast  given  to  me 
I  here  again  to  Thee  resign. 
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All  mine  is  Thine, — say  but  the  word, 
Whate'er  Thou  wiliest  shall  be  done; 

I  know  Thy  love,  all-gracious  Lord, 
I  know  it  seeks  my  good  alone. 

3  I  love  Thee,  O  Thou  Lord  most  high, 

Because  Thou  first  hast  loved  me, 
I  seek  no   other  liberty 

But  that  of  being  bound  to  Thee. 
Apart  from  Thee,  all  things  are  nought, 

Then  grant,  O  my  supremest  bliss, 
Grant  me  to  love  Thee  as  I  ought, — 

Thou  givest  all  in  giving  this! 

144— ST.  ALOYSIUS. 

1  O  thou,  on  whose  bright  natal  day 
Wast  giv'n  to  Mary's  tender  care, 
And  who  beneath  her  loving,  gentle  sway, 
Kept  thy  soul  like  hers  as  fair. 

Sweet  flow'r  of  love  that  sought  to  bloom 

unknown, 
A  saint'  mid  gaudy  pomp  and  worldly 

pride, 
Angelic  youth,  blest  Aloysius, 
Guide  thou  our  hearts  through  sin's  dark 

tide. 
Angelic  youth,  blest  Aloysius, 
Guide  thou  our  hearts  through  sin's  dark 

tide, 
Guide  thou  our  hearts  through  sin's  dark 

tide. 
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2  0  thou,  who  a  crown  cast  away 

To  be  with  Christ  despised  and  poor, 
Teach  me  to  watch  thy  pure  and  humble  way, 
Happy  still,  though  but  small  our  store. 
Sweet  flow'r  of  love,  that  sought,  etc. 

3  May  thought,  word,  and  deed  be  from  sin 

As  far  as  thine,  as  chastely  free, 
That  we  from  Mary's  tender  heart  may  win 
All  the  love  that  it  gave  to  thee, 
Sweet  flow'r  of  love,  that  sought,  etc. 

4  Thy  warfare  is  past  and  away, 

Recede  the  clouds  thatdark'n  earth's  skies, 
For  thee  has  dawned  the  happy,  happy  day, 
The  bright  heavens'  glad  surprise. 
Sweet  flow'r  of  love,  that  sought,  etc. 

145— ST.  JOSEPH. 
Holy  Joseph,  dearest  father, 

To  thy  children's  prayer  incline, 
While  we  sing  thy  joys  and  sorrows, 

And  the  glories  which  are  thine. 

1  How  to  praise  thee,  how  to  thank  thee, 

Blessed  Saint,  we  cannot  tell, 
Favors  countless  hast  thou  given, 
Can  we  choose  but  love  thee  well. 

2  Near  to  Jesus,  near  to  Mary, 

And  kind  Father,  near  to  thee, 
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Keep  us  while  on  earth  we  wander, 
And  in  death  our  helper  be. 

3  We  have  prayed  and  thou  hast  answered, 

We  have  asked  and  thou  hast  given. 
Need  we  marvel?    Jesus  tell  us, 
Joseph  has  the  stores  of  heaven. 

4  One  more  favor  we  will  ask  theee, 

Thou  of  all  canst  grant  it  best, 
When  we  die  be  thou  still  near  us, 
Bring  us  safe  to  endless  rest. 

146-MAY  JESUS   CHRIST  BE   PRAISED. 

1  Whex  morning  gilds  the  skies, 
My  heart  awakiug  cries: 

May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised. 
Alike  at  work  and  prayer, 
To  Jesus  I  repair : 

May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised. 

2  The  sacred  minster  bell, 
It  peals  o'er  hill  and  dell: 

May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised. 

0  hark  to  what  it  sings, 
As  joyously  it  rings: 

May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised. 

3  To  Thee,  my  God  above, 

1  cry  with  glowing  love: 

May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised. 
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The  fairest  graces  spring, 
In  hearts  that  ever  sing: 

May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised, 

4  My  tongue  shall  never  tire 
Of  chanting  in  the  choir: 

May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised. 
This  song  of  sacred  joy, 
It  never  seems  to  cloy: 

May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised. 


147— COME,  LET  US  LIFT  OUE  JOYFUL  EYES. 

1  Come,  let  us  lift  our  joyful  eyes 

Up  to  the  courts  above, 
And  smile  to  see  the  Father  there, 

Upon  a  throne  of  love. 
The  peaceful  gates  of  heavenly  bliss 

Are  opened  by  the  Son ; 
High  let  us  raise  our  notes  of  praise, 

And  reach  the  Almighty  throne. 

2  O  heaven!    O  land  of  pure  delight! 

Where  saints  immortal  reign, 
Whence  endless  day  excludes  the  night, 

And  pleasures  banish  pain. 
When  shall  my  soul,  from  darkness  free, 

To  Thy  bright  seats  remove, 
Fore'er  to  praise  my  dearest  Lord 

In  endless  peace  and  love? 
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3  To  Him  who  sits  upon  the  throne, 
The  God  who  all  things  made, 
And  to  the  Lamb  for  sinners  slain 

Be  endless  honors  paid. 
To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 

The  God  whom  we  adore, 
Be  glory  as  it  was,  and  is, 
And  shall  be  evermore. 
Be  glory,  be  glory  evermore. 

148— CHILD'S  HYMN  TO  THE  GTJAHDIAN  ANGEL. 

1  How  kind  it  is  of  you  to  come, 
Bright  Angel,  from  your  starry  home, 
And  watch  by  night,  and  watch  by  day, 
Beside  a  sinful  child  of  clay! 

How  good  and  pure  I  ought  to  be, 
"Who  always  live  so  near  to  thee; 
Beneath  thine  eyes  the  whole  day  round, 
Where'r  I  tread  is  holy  ground. 

2  And  if  I  had  my  wish  I  would, 
Dear  Angel  mine !  be  always  good ; 
This  minute  I  would  rather  die, 
Than  say  bad  words  or  tell  a  lie; 

I  always  feel  disposed  this  way 
Whene'er  I  kneel  me  down  to  pray; 
But  I  forget  when  church  is  o'er, 
And  am  as  naughty  as  before. 

3  O  blessed  guardian!  kind  and  mild, 
Have  pity  on  a  poor  weak  child, 
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And  pray  that  God  will  make  me  strong 
To  do  the  right  and  shun  the  wrong. 
Whenever  I  commit  a  sin, 
I  feel  my  very  heart  within 
Grow  chill  and  heavy  like  a  clod, 
Because  I  have  offended  God. 

4  But  I  would  rather  love  the  Lord, 
And  shun  each  sinful  deed  and  word, 
Than  do  the  sin,  then  feel  the  force 
Of  bitter  shame  and  keen  remorse. 

I  wish  to  think  of  God  and  thee 
Whenever  pretty  things  I  see, 
Till  every  flower  that  gems  the  sod 
Shall  make  me  think  of  thee  and  God. 

5  Inspired  by  faith,  I  wish  to  hear 
Thy  gentle  footfall  strike  my  ear; 
Before  thy  radiant  face  to  bow, 
And  feel  thy  kiss  upon  my  brow. 

Thy  broad  white  wings  shall  be  my  shield, 
While  battling  on  life's  dusty  field; 
Thine  arms  enfold  me  when  I  die, 
And  waft  me  homeward  to  the  sky, 

149— THE  GUARD! AX  AXGEL. 

1  Dear  Angel,  ever  at  my  side! 
How  loving  must  thou  be, 
To  leave  th}r  home  in  Heaven  to  guide 
A  little  child  like  me! 
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2  Thy  beautiful  and  shining  face 

I  see  not,  though  so  near; 
The  sweetness  of  thy  soft  low  voice 
I  am  too  deaf  to  hear. 

3  I  cannot  feel  thee  touch  my  hand 

With  pressure  light  and  mild, 
To  check  me  as  my  mother  did 
When  I  was  but  a  child. 

4  But  I  have  felt  thee  in  my  thoughts, 

Fighting  with  sin  for  me; 
And  when  my  heart  loves  God,  I  know 
The  sweetness  is  from  thee. 

5  And  when,  dear  Spirit!   I  kneel  down 

Morning  and  night  to  prayer, 
Something  there  is  within  my  heart 
That  tells  me  thou  art  there. 

6  Then  for  thy  sake,  dear  Angel!  now 

More  humble  will  I  be; 
But  I  am  weak,  and,  when  I  fall, 
O,  weary  not  of  me. 

7  O,  weary  not,  but  love  me  still, 

For  Mary's  sake,  thy  Queen; 

She  never  tired  of  me,  though  I 

Her  worst  of  sons  have  been. 

8  She  will  reward  thee  with  a  smile; 

Thou  know'st  what  it  is  worth ! 
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For  Mary's  smiles  each  day  convert 
The  hardest  hearts  on  earth. 

9  Then  love  me,  love  me,  Angel  dear  ! 

And  I  will  love  thee  more  ; 
And  help  me  when  my  soul  is  cast 
Upon  the  eternal  shore. 

150 -ST.  CATHERINE'S  BALLAD. 

1  Saest  Catherine,  she  was  a  maiden  mild — 

Saint  Catherine,  she  was  a  maiden  pure  ; 
And  after  her  prayers  she  lov'd  the  books 
That  show  us  to  Heaven  the  pathway  sure. 

O  Saint  Catherine,  meek  ! 

O  Saint  Catherine,  pure  ! 

2  The  wisest  doctors  of  Egypt  came 

To  prove  that  the  Catholic  faith  was  wrong, 
They  reasoned   for   hours,  and  brought   out 
their  books, 
For  they  all  were  mighty  in  wits  and  tongue. 

3  Saint  Catherine  stood  before  them  all, 

So  humble — she  trusted  in   Heaven  alone  ; 
She  proved  that  the  Catholic  faith  was  right, 
Till  there  they  sat,  as  dumb  as  a  stone. 

4  Now  what  did  the  king  and  his  courtiers  do, 

When  none  of   them   all    could   answer   a 
word  ? 
1  hey  said  she  no  longer  was  fit  to  live, 
And  cut  off  her  innocent  head  with  a  sword. 
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5  But  far  away  to  a  holy  mount, 

Bright  angels  in  triumph  St.    Catherine 
bore  ; 
And  now  in  the  courts  above  she  reigns, 
With  Christ  and  His  Mother  for  evermore. 

6  O  dear  Saint  Catherine  !  pray  for  us  now  ; 

Help  us  to  keep  our  Faith's  true  light : 
For  we  are  in  struggle  with  danger  and  sin, 
And  you  are  in  heaved,  where  all  is  bright. 


THE  END. 
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